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ÄDV'ERTISEMENT. 



uk Author of this Tragedy, Mr Schiller, was edu-^ 
catcd in the Ecole Militaire, founded by the Duke of 
Wirtemberg. At the age of twenty-three, he wrote 
this piece, which' procured him the higheft reputation 
over all Germany ; but the rigour of that inftitution, 
^ to whofe difcipiine he Was then fubjefted, being adverfe 

to fuch purfuits, he was prohibited the ufe of his pen, 
tinder pain of imprifonment. Indignant at this un- 
worthy reftraint^ hh left his native country, and now 
tefides at Manheim^ wherd he has the title of Aulic 
Counfellor of the Palatinate of Bavaria. Befides this 
Tragedy, he is the Author of two others, ^he Conf^u 
tacy ofFiefcOy and CabaJ and Love, He was likewife 
employed lately in the compofition of a Tragedy on the 
ftory of Don Carlos; but whether it is yet fini'flied or 
not, is uncertain. Befides thefe dramatic pieces, Mr 
Schiller is the author of a Novel called the öboß^Seer, 
written with the view of expofing to contempt and de- 
* teflation the artifices of thofe impöftors in Germany, 
who diftinguiflied themfelves, and ibgi^ difciples, or. 
dupes, by the epithet of 7be Illuminated. Tliis fmaill 
worji; originally appeared in a periodical paper en- 
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titled V%alia; and it has been lately tranflated into 
Englifh. 

The three Plays above mentioned are publiflied in 
one volume, printed at Manheim, by C. F. Schwan and 
G. C. Goetz, 1786. 
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^HEtACE. ii 

^' of this dramatic charafiier, (the hero of the pi^ce) U 
*' heightened by the iingular circamftance in which, it 
is placed. Captain of a band of inexorable and fan- 
guinary banditti, whofe farious valour he wields to 
•' the moft defperate purpofes | living with thofe irf* 
^* fociated amidft woods and defarts, terriUe and ükvage 
** as the wolves they have difplaced ; this pr^fents to 
'' the fancy a kind of preternatural perfonage, wrapped 

" in all the^loomy grandeur of vifionary beings *•'* 

• 

BtTT the circumftance which of all others tends moft 
powerfully to increafe the intereft of this Tragedy^ 
while it io^re&s on the delineation of its fceties a 
ftrong ftamp of originality, is the principle of Fatalifm, 
which pervades the whole piece, and in^ences the con- 
du& of the chief agents in the drama« The fentiment 
of moral agency is fo rooted in the mind of man, that 
00 fceptical fophiftry, even of the moft acute genius, is 
capable of eradicating it s And it -is a ftngular pheno* 
menon, that the oppoiing principle -of Fatalifm,^ wlule 
it urges on to the perpetration c^ the maü. ilagitioii^ 
ads, has in reality no effed in weakening the moral 
feeling, or in diminiihing that remorfe which is atteD-* 
dant on the commiiGon of crimes. For this reafon, the 
compaffionate intereft which the mind feels in the emo- 
tions or fufferings ^i the guilty perfon, is not diminiffa-« 
ed by the obfervation, that be afts under an impreffion 
of inevitable dcftiny. On the contrary, there is fomc-* 
thing in out nature; which leads us the more to com- 
paffionate the ieftrumcnt of thofp crimes, that we fefc 

hinv 

* Account of the German Theatre, by flenry Mackenzie, Ef^ 
TrMifa^ions of the Royal Society of Edinburgh, voU %% 



X PREFACE» 

him confider Himfclf as bound to guilt by fettfer^, Vfhidh 
he has the conftant wifh, but not the ftreiigth to break» 
The hero of this piede^ endowed hy nature with the 
moft generous feelingsj animated hj the higheft fenfe of 
honour, and fufceptible of the warmefl aflfeftions of the 
heart, is driven by perfidy, and the fuppofed inhumani- 
ty of thofe moft dear to him in life, into a ftate of con- 
firmed mifanthrofjy and defpair. In thid fituation, he 
is hurried on to the perpetration ot a feries of Crimes^ 
which find, from their very magnitude and atrocity, a 
fecomfmendation to his diftempered mind. Believing 
himfelf an inftrument of vengeance in the hand of the 
Almighty for thö puriifhment of the crimed of others; 
he feels a fpecies of favage fatisfääion in thus accom- 
plifhing the dreadful deftiny that i^ pre&ribed for 
him. Senfible, at the fame time, of his own criminali- 
ty in his early lapfe fton^ the paths of virtue, he con- 
fiders himfelf as juftty doomed to the performance of 
that part in life which is to coh^gn hiä memory to in- . 
famy, and his foul to perdition. * It T^ill be allowed; 
that the imagination could not have conceived a fpeAa- 
tlt more deeply intefefting, more powetfully äfiefting 
to the mind of roan, than that of a human being thuä 
charaäerifed, and ääing under {nth imprefiions. 

It is worthy of obfefvation, that the principle of 
Fatalifm is employed in this Tragedy to a much better 
end, than that to which it is ufed in the ancient Drama 
of the Greeks. It is there almoft conftantly found in di- 
reft oppofition to juftide and morality. The tnoft innocent 
and the moft virtuous charadler is frequently reprefent- 
ed as the vidim of perpetual miferyy in confequence of 
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PREFACE. XI 

a bUnd decree of Fate. We fjmpathife moft deeply 
"with the unhappy fufferer ; but it is a fympathy whicfi 
partakes not in the fmalleft degree of pleafure ; for 
there can be no pleafure while the ndind is in a conftant 
ftate of diffatisfaftion. The tendency of fuch reprefen-» 
tations, which arraign the Juftice of Providence, is there- 
fore equally Impious and immoral. In the Tragedy of 
the Robbers, the principle of Fatalifm is I'econciled to 
the Juftice of the Divinity, and therefore to the moral 
feelings of mart j for the doom of mifery is reprefented 
aa the juft confeqtience of criminality, and the chief 
punifliment of the offender is the intolerable anguifh of 
his own guilty mind« 

This Tragedy has been performed on. feveral o^ th6' 
theatres of Germany with a fuccefs correfpondent to 
Its merit.— So powerful, indeed, were its effects, and, 
as fome thought, fo dangerous, that in feveral States 
its reprefentation was prohibited by the^ legiflature. 
An anecdote' which is current in Germany, if admitted 
to be a faft, would fhow that thefe ideas of a rigour ap- 
parently impolitic were not ill founded. *' After the 
reprefentation of this Tragedy at Fribourg, a large 
party of the youth of the city, among whom were 
" the fons of fome of the chief nobility, <japtivated by 
** the grandeur of the charaft^r of its hero, Moor^ agreed 
*' to form a band like his in the forefts of Bohemia, 
" elefted a young nobleman for their chief, and had 
" pitched on a beautiful young lady for his Amelia 
" whom they were to carry off from her parents houfe, 
" to accompany their flight. To the accomplifhmcnt of 
" this defign, they had bound themfelves by the moft 

** tremendous 






'* tremendous oaths ; but the confplr^y was difcovere^ 
** bj an accident, and its execution prevented*«?' 

If the Trandator of The Robbers were not convinced 
that this anecdote> of which perhaps there has been fomci 
flight foundation in truth, has been verj greatly exag« 
gerated, and indeed altogether mifreprefented, he would 
acknowledge himfelf to ftand in need of a flrong apolo« 
gj for introducing this piece to the knowledge of his 
countrjoien : For who could juftify himfelf to his own 
tnind for difleminating and even recomnaending that 
bonopofition^ which has ihown itfelf, by its effeäs, to be 
of the moft dangerous tendency P-^-But the Tranflator^J 
encouraged by the tedimony of his own feelings, makes 
a bold appeal tp the feelings of others, and has no fcruple 
to afTert, that this piece, fo far from being hollile in its 
nature to the caufe of virtue^ is one of the moft truly, 
moral compoiitions that ever flowed from ih^ pen of 
genius : Nor is there a human being,, whofe heart is in 
the flighteft degree fufceptible of virtuous emotionsi 
that will not feel them roufed into a flame, and every 
latent principle of morality called forth, and ftrength- 
ened by an exercife of the paffions, as falutary as ever 
was furniflied by imaginary fcenes. For, what example 
fo moral in its nature, as that of a noble and ingenuous 
mind yielding at flrft to the blandifbments of ple^ur^, 
embarking heedlefsly in ä courfe of criminal extrava- 
gance, which leagues him with a fbtiety of the moSt 
worthlefs and profligate of his fpecies?— perpetually at 
war with his own better feelings, which give him the 
keened pangs of remorfe — the bonds of this aflbciation 

becoming 

• Account of the Gennan Theatre, Tranfa^ond of thc'Royiff 
Sodety of Edinburgh. 
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|>e<?omirig at length indiffoluble, till, wading on gr^u^ 
ally through fcencs of incrcafing atrocity, he feels, it\ 
^he Ihipwreck of all his happinefg in this world, a dread* 
ful anticipation of that inevitable doom of mifery which 
he knows is to attend him in the next?— What is there, 
^t muft be aiked, in an example of this kind, whiqh is 
unfavourable to the caufe of morality ? Is it the gran- 
deur of the chars^fter of Moor ? But this very grandeur 
is the circumßance whiph makes the example more for-^ 
9ibly perfuafiye to virtue. The grandeur of his charac- 
ter cdnfifts in thofe excellent endowments of nature 
which guilt has poifoned and peryertcd to the bane of 
fociety, to a determined hoftility againft his own fpecies, 
and to the mod poignant mifery -of their Qnce atniabl^ 
poffeflbr— Is this a grandeur of charafter which incites 
to imitation, or which can corrupt by it» example? Fa? 
otherwife* With equal jullice might we, arraign the 
poem of Milton of immoral tendency, fpr having re- 
prcfentcd the arch-fiend with the charafters of a fallen 
angel. — We admire, but it is vfi^h awe and horror.— 
We gaze on the precipice with ai\ aftoniflimcnt mixed 
with delight, but we draw back while we gaze on ü. 

The other principal charafters in this Play have 

the moft direft tendency to produce moral inilruftion. 
The weaknefs of an indulgent parent, whofe over. wean- 
ing afFedlion for one of his fons excites the fraternal ha- 
tred ot the other, as produktive of the moft miferable 
confequences. The unqualified depravity of the young- 
er fon, his fiend-like malevolence, and atrocious guilr, 
are attended with a punifhment as horrible as it is me- 
rited. 
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XIV PREFACE. 

The exhibition of the Tragedy of the Kbbbcrs a|^ 
Fribowg had in all 'probability produced among the 
youth of the public fchool foxne holiday-frolic, which, 
in its confequences was ferious enovgh to attrafb the 
attention of the police of the city. Some boyifh de- 
predations might have been committed, and perhaps s^ 
youthful intrigue have been difcovered, in which the 
principal party had availed himfelf of the ai4 of his 
companions. — Thefe circumftances, magoifi^d by re-* 
port, will fufficiently account for the anecdote above 
mentioned. ^ 

A French tranflation of this Tragedy appears in thei 
Theatre , Allemand, publiflied in twelve volumes 8 vo, 
by Meff. Friedel and De Bonneville. ' The Englifl^ 
Tranflator'? opinion of that verfion is^ that it is per-. 
baps as gpod as the Is^nguage of the tranflation will ad<^ 
ynit of : But as the French language in point of energy 
is far inferior to our own tongue, and very far beneath 
the force of the German, he owns he is not without 
Slopes that his tfanflation may be found to convey ^ 
pciore juft idea of the ftrikiog merits of the priginal. 
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BERG, *l 
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MAXIMILIAN, COUNT BE MOOR, 

PHA^RLES D£ MOOR, ^ 

FRANCIS DE MOOR, j ^^^ ^^^* 

AMELIA, his Niece« 

SPIEGELS 
SWITZERj 

' . \ Young Libertines, • who bccomo ^ 

ROLLER, I 

IIAZMAN, I 

^OZINSKI, J 

BERM AN, the Natural Son of a Nobleman« 

A COMMISSARX. 

DANIEL, an old Servant of the Cpunt de Moor's^ 

SERVANTS, IIOBSERS, gcc. 



The Scene.is laid in Germany, at the time of the en- 

« 

aftment of a perpetual peace, in the beginning of the 
fizteenth centurj« 
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ROBBERS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE, FRASCONIA. 
A Hau in Count dc Moores Caßle* 

The Old Count de Moor, smd his S0n Francif « 



■ FRANCIS. 

JDUTyou are apt well. Sir :— You look pale, 

OLD MoaR. 
Quite weih, my fon.— What have yoil to fay to me ? 

FRANCIS. 

The Foil is come in,— -A letter from our corrcfpond« 
eat at Lcipzic k 

OLD MOOR. 

{Earneßly.) Any news of my fon Charies ? 

FRANCIS. 

Hm, hm. Why, yes— -but-*I am afraid-^-If-f-you 
were ailing at all— or in the lead indifpofed— 1 beg paiv 
don — I will tell you at a more qonyenient time. {Salf 
aj^ari). Such tidings are not for a frail old man* 

A 0)^0 



ötfi MöOk; 
Qreat God I What am I dooxn'd to hear ! 

FRANCIS. 

Let me ftep afide one moment, while I drop a tear of 
compaiSoQ for my poor loft brother.-^But on this fub- 
jeä, as h% is ye^r Ion, I ftiotild h6 filent.-*^As he is my 
brother, I ought fo|: ever to conceal his fhame.rr-Yet it 
is my firft duty to obey y oa ■ in this inflance, a'melan* 
chrfy duty.-p-JPity me. Sir I I need your pity ! 

qtD MOC^Ri 

O Charles, Charles I how you wring your father's 
heart !-^Ah did you but know tb^t on your conduä 
hangs his feeble life ! — Alas I that every freih account 
I hear, jQionld bHng iil'e heitkt to the grave ! 

* FRANCIS. 

Is4t tkeh ib? po^r ^d iban! Hbtten fer))id thati 
fliould e'er abridge your days * ! ^ 

OLD MOOR* 

T|iere is |>ut one ft^ itor^ s — ont little ftep. Let 
him accomplifli his wiÖ, (Jlttii^g 0öv>h.y The fih^ dT 
the fathers jnuft be pü'niüied^ to the third and fourth 

( fioh% 'tiff lePKT iom ^f hi} focjkh) You kÄoW bur 
correfpondent's writing« There— I would i^ivt k finger 
of my right hand, to tfe khk td fay he is a liar ;. — a ' 

black iniet^A iikr. Gall up Ö1 ' your forrftpdei Sir — , 
Pardon me. Sir, you mttft toot Ireftd this letter j— it were 
«oOitttilBih tt^ i;i«>W idl at ^ce^, 

• Germ. JVir vftirden noch freute die haare aufraffen titer everm 
J^r^c. Wc wiu no^ tear our hair over your ccffin to-day. 
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THE ROBfi£K8« f 

OLD HOOK. 

All, did you fay ? O my Iobi jnn wifli to fjpar« fliis 
graj head 5 but 

{Reads^ '* LcipdcJt, the ift of MBy>*-Ydiir fcro- 
^ brother ftems now to hare filled up the tBcafiirt ef 
'^ his äiiic&e-««^filefit indeed hif geftiui päl£»s ttiy ^ot^ 
^ preheüöon« After coAtraßing debts to the «mottal 
*• of 40,000 ducfttV (ft pretty fin» this, Sir), ^* andfi»« 
^ duebg tht daughter of a ridi binke^, irhofe iorer^'m 
f ^ bratt youog geadetftfta> he mortally wottnded ki It 

^ du^, hie thought proper bft night, mt tnidiiigbt^ X» 
^ dscatnp, with feveft others of bis proffigate tfTotiictei^ 
^ and thtf« eykde the porfitii of jüftiee." Fauowr, bi 
Heaven^l fakey'~Ftttlier,^^How it it witb y9u9 

I I0I1D liQO!R» 

|t h enough««— Stop there, nky iba ? 

Tefti t Witt fparo yrso^ will ii%ie<d.^i»M*^ They be^M 
'' fern off #ftrrint6--'-^e 2n}mU jmiüe% try «loHd fot 
/ ^ jaftice«*«tbere is a priee fet upon Us h^iMi^The tkaau$ 

^ of Arod^'*w..^Nö^-^4he£e lips &»& aot be |ttiky ^ u 
father's tuurder. (?W>rr tbe ätM^ m fhcf^} Betteve 
it not, Sir ; believe iiot % f jUabfe of it» 

OLA uraön/ 
(Wtep Utatiy^) My name !^My boMun^Ie 
namely 

fHAVCIS« 

Oh that he net«r had borne the noiw of Mmr ! — tha^ 
my heart had not beat thus wmrtnly fot hna l^^-jkapious 
sf eftion that will aot be fnpprefied, that mtsft on« day 
x'l^ in judgtnt^t Uj^ukft ttd at äup throuti ol.CrodJ 

A a otD 



4 THE ROBBERS*, 

OLB NOOR.^ 

O— all my profpcfts ! — all my golden dreams ! 

FRANCIS. 

I knew it well— 'Twäs what I always prediaed.— 
That fpirit of fire, faid you, which fparkled forth even 
in his boyifli years, which ihowed itfelf in an cxquifite 
fenfibUity to Gvery thing that was great or beautiful — 
that generous opennefs of charaftcr — the foul which 
fpoke forth in his eyes---that tendemefs pf feelings that 
manly courage, that youthful thirft of honojir, that in- 
flexible refolutipn, and all thofc fliiuing qualities that 
adorn my darling fon, will make him one day the de- 
light of his friends, the fupport of his country, — the 
hero^ the great man ! And no^r, Sir, what has all come 
to ? That fpirit of fire has indeed difplayed itfelf! burft 
forth with a vengeance ! and mark its glorious courfc ! i 

— Obferve that admired opennefs of charader, — now 
confirmed audacity: That tenderpefs of feeling, — awake 
only to the allurements of the wanton ; fenfibl^ only to 
the charms of a Fhryne ! Where now is that bright ge- 
nius ? Is the oil which fupplied that refplendent lamp ^) 
quite extinguifhed ?— Have fix fliort years confumed it 
to the dregs ? Poor old man ! where is now your hero? 
a fpefbre,— a body without life, that feebly crawls th^ 
earth, the feoff of all that behold him. " Mark," fay they, 
•* the fruits of pleafure— martyr to love, forfooth !*' See 
now that fpirit of enterprife, which has planned an4 
executed fuch fcheme^, that the exploits of a Car- 
touche vanifli before them. But when thefe fplendid 
blofibms come to their full maturity,— for how can on^ 
€xpe^ perfeftion at fb early an age,— perhaps, Father, 

you may have the fatisfadion of feeing him at the head 

f?r^^ - ' ^ of 
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of one of thofe troops that chufe the hallowed recefs o£ 
the foreft. for their abode, and kindly eafe the Vcatj^' 
traveller of his burden !— Perhaps, before you go to the 
grave, you may have it in . your power to make a pil- 
grimage to the monument which will be raifed for him 
between heaven and earth ! —Perhaps, Father, — O my 
poor father ! find out for yourfetf another name, — or 
the viery boys in the ftreets will point, their fingers at 
you, the boys who have feen your fon's efiigy in the 
market-place of Leipzick. 

OLB MOOR. 

Is this well, my Francis— *muft you like wife ?— O my 
children ! how you pierce my heart ! 

FRANÜI3, 

Yes !-— *you fee that I too have a fpirit ;••— but my 
J fpirit is a fcorpion's fpirit :— Ay, that poor, that ordi« 

nary creature Francis, that ilock, that wooden puppet, 
fo frigid, fo infenfible ; — and all thofe pretty. epithets 
with which you were pleafed to mark the contraft 
'twixt the brothers, when he fat on your knee and pinch« 
/ ed your cheek« — He, poor creature, — 'twas of me yoa 

fpoke, — he will die within his narrow bounds, moulder 
away, and be forgotten,«-^while his brother's fame, the 
renown of that great, that imivetfal genius, fliall fly 
from one extrtemity of the earth to the other !— -Yes, 
with uplifted hands, I thank thee. Heaven ! that the 
poor Francis, the cold, the ftupid ftpck— has no refem- 
blance of his brother. 

OLD MOOR. 

Pardon me, my child. — Reproach not thy mifcrable 
father, whofe fondefl hopes are blafted for ever.— • 
That God^ who has ordained thefe tears to flow for the 

A 3 crimes 
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iriaiM ol thy brbtli«r, hns aeici&Hjr appointed that 
tbou fliouldft wipe tbetn away. 

Tes, «y Father,— ^thy^FraBc^9 will wipe thofe tears 
away j— Ay Fraaeis will Caerifiee his own life to pro-, 
long the days of his fkther }-^thy life {hall be the nde 
of all «y aftioBt— the luring of crery thought ; — ^nor 
ftall there he in nature a tie fe ürong, a bond fo facred, 
as not to yield to that <rft of duties, the prefervation, 
the comfort, of that precious lile T— .-Do you not beliere 
Äe, Sir > 

Thou haft msu2y and great dmias te fiiffi, my fosu*^** 
May Heaven bicfs the« hf whit thou haft done, and 
what thoa yali ihdt do for me; 

W^AKtOZS^, 

8ay then at onee, that you weft Inif^' tf you could 
ttet eal^ tl^it wret^ your fba. 

OLD m&ok; 

PiMi0a, CX peaice f--^when he ftrff c^aie into Kis, when 
^y arms fuftaiaed for itfe ftrft time his infknt Kmhs, ^) 

did 1 not thou appeal to hearen, did i not; call CM bin* 
Mi to wkne& of ssy happin^fir« 

f a Alters« 

You Uli k then. — How have you fiwamd ft now } la 
tllere even among your forvants, fa low, fo al^d a b»«» 
ing, that you wouM not eschange conditions with bim) 
•-•»-enviable in this refped His lot, tSiat he ia not the £1« 
thcr of fuch a fon. Yes, — while he liveSi what have 
you to look fer but bitlernafs of foulf^biit ftiil increa^- 
fing torments i till nature herfelf fink tfndor the iiveq^ 
of her aflidHoB« 



I 



1^^ on thefe gr^j bfiirs 1 

pip ||op{(^ , 

hounce him !— ^Wouldft thQii t Sliöxild Cttrfe my fon? 

Not fö, my Is'atner,*.— «urfff tiy fon ! God forbid. — » 
But wiiom doft thou call ihj (oni-^ls it tbje saanflrr to 
tvHotn thc^u gaveft life, and wbd in i'etUi^ does his ut- 
tnoft to abfidge thy lift if . . 

oirD MO oil* 
Unnatural chüd ! ah iMl^r4^nt M, ültLmjfMldi 

raAjtrct9* 

Yes» stn ftiduäib, ft pTie^i^c^ /child^ irliotil ^p^Wal 
itudy is to get rid of to old ^^V.-— O that joü fliould 
be Aus äom to difcotsr his .c^a^r r-rWil| nothing 
lenove flie fodee fwwn jrwir fye» ?.-^JsfQ^Wf iwdsfcr 
{encie ni^rft rivitt him ia ^ his yiqes $ fomr filppoff /(jgy^ 
«ourogö, and even vfzrx»nt itbem*— 'Tiui$ jon mgy ay^rl 
the cm^ie fronit his head-rth»t /st^al curfe^ )ybif^ fPXI^* 
^ow fadl upon jrcrar ^im. 

ocp lijojo^a. 

'Tis jufiyxctoll juft^— Mine, mine alome i$ ^ fix0 

Ho-vO" many thoufands, "^ho ^ave drank deep of thf 
wp .of pkaf«üTfi# Jil^y« fMfin jedaifl^ V f u*«?n| ?— I» 
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certain mark of the interpofition of Heaven?* And mufl 
the tendernefs of man implouflj ftrive to avert that fa« 
lutar J confequence ? — ^Think on that^ Sir,— If he is ex- 
pofed for fome time to the preflure of misfortune» is it 
not probable he will amend? — But if, in the great 
fchool of affliSion, he ftill remains incorrigible, then — 
woe be to that mifguided parent, who counteraSs the 
decrees of eternal Wifdom ! What fay you. Father ? 

OLD MOOR« 

I will write to him, that I throw him off for ever ! 
'Twere right, and wifdy done« 

OLD MOOR. 

That he never fee my face again— 

FRANCIS« 

That will have a good efieA« 

OLD MOOR« 

(tVith emotion). Till he become another man.«— 

FRANCIS» 

Right, Sir, quite right«— -But fuppofe him now to 
come like a hypocrite, and woo you to compaffion, and 
fawn and flatter till he obtains his pardon ; and the 
next moment he laughs at the fond weaknefs of his fa« 
'tlier, in the arms of his harlots* — ^No, no. Sir. Let him 
alone, till confcience awakens him^—then he will of his 
own accord return to his duty,— then may we expeA a 
$ncere amendment« 

OLD MOOR. 

] I muift write to him immediately« (^He is going out.) 

FRANCIS. 

Stop, Sir ;« one word more.««^I am afraid your anger 
may make you fay fomething too harfh«— It would be 

cruel 
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cruel to drive him at once to defpair— And {heßtating), 
on the other hand— don»t you think— that he might be 
apt to interpret a letter from your own hand, as per- 
haps a_fort of pardon— Would it not be better, Sir, if 
I ihould write to him ? 

OLD Moor. 
Do fo, my fon.— Oh, it would have broke my heart 
to have writtea to him ! Write to him, that 

FRANCIS. 

iHqftify.) Is that agreed then ? 

' OLD MOOR. 

Write to him, that a thoufand tears of blood, a thou- 
sand Oeeplefs nights-But don% my fon, don't drive 
«im to defpair. 

FRANCIS. 

Come, Sir, Won^t you go to bed,— this affeSs you 
too much. 

OLD MOOR. ' 

Write to him, that his father'» heart— But do not 
drive him to defpair ! (Ä goes off in great agitation.) 

F&AKCIS. 

^Looking at him witb an air. of mockery.) Ay, be 
comforted,' mj good dotard. Never more ihall you. 
prefs your darUng to your bofom j-no, there is a gulph 
between-diüant as heaven from hell—He was torn for 
ever from your arms, before you knew it was polEble 
you ever could have defired it.-Thefe papers muft not 
be leenj-that might be dangerous-if the hand-writing 

'"T<U^7l' ^^' ^*'*'^' "^ '^ '*' >«/' of paper.) 
-I flxould be a pitiful bungler indeed, /l knew not 

iT^TitJ^" * **" ^~™ *« ^'^^ of ti« father, were 
they hok'd together with chains of iron.-Courage my 

boy ! 



hoy i the fävourite^s remove^ i->^tha('$ t p^n%U 06^^ 
But tbere is another heart, from vfhhh I Biuft t9^t 
that image ; ay, were that heart to break for it.«^(^ 
Ä^^Zi/ tp«/i a ßriding ßep acrefs th ßag^»^ I haye ü 
heavy debt of hatred againft Nature, an4 hy vpfy (bul J 
111 make it good«— Why was that hideous burden of 
de&rnoity laid upon me alone ;*^of all my race, oa me 
alone ? (JSttu^s with bis fott^ Hell and damnatiba i 
on me alone ; — as if ihe had formed me only of the fcum^ 
the very refufe of her fluff! She damftM me from my 
birth ! And here I fwear eternal enmity againft her— 
ni blaft her faireft works. — What are to me the tics of 
kindred ! TU burft thofe trammels of affedioiPy.i*boiid^ 
of the foul — ^I never knew their force :-^hf denied me 
the fweet play of the heart, and all its perfuafive elo* 
'^[uenee. — ^What maft its place f upply ? Imperious ibrce i 
— henceforth be that the only fervant of my wiflie»,-!^^ 
and all {ball yield before me, 

(Enter AmeUa. — Sht comes ßowfy ßn^ari fi^&m thä 
lack part 0/ thcßage^ 

She come$ \ Aha ! the medicine ^ork« i^lf ktio^ i^ 
by her ftep.— I love her not;'— but t cannot bear Aa£' 
^another (hould be happy in thofe charms.^In my arme^ 
ihail they be choked amd withered in die bud ^^nor ft^ 
ver m^n ihail reap their bloom. — Ha, what are you dow 
ing there ? {Amliaj mithout obferving iim, tears ä npfe^ 
gay in pieces^ and treads it under fdotS) 

{Francis ^ Approaching voithu maUcipus air^ What 
have tbefe poor violets 4bne to oÖend you P 

AMELIA. 

(Starting, and mcaßiring him with a Usig look^ Is k 

you-! 
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jou ! — you here ! whom of $11 mankind I moft defired 
to fee. 

FRAWOtt. 

Me ? Is it poffible !— me of all mankind t 

AMELIA. 

. You, Sir, even you. — I have hut^gered — I hare thirft« 
ed far the fight of yon.— Stay, I conjure yon. — He?re, 
poifoner, let me enjoy my highelt pleafure, let me curfe 
thee to thy face. / 

FRANCIS. 

Why am I thus treated ?^— You wrong, me, child ;— 
go to the father, who > 

AMirtA. 

The father. Ha ! that father, who pre» his fon the 
hroad of defpair to eat— ^while he pampers himfelf with 
the ricfaeft deUcicies ;-^who gluts his palled appetit» 
with ooftly wines, ami refis his palfied Hmha in down, 
'•^while his ibnir-his nohle foii,<-*the paragon of all 
that's worthy, all that's amiable, that's gr eat,-^waats 
the bare neceflaries of life.-*«Shame on you, monfters of 
inhumanity, unfeeling, brutal monfiers !— His only fen ! 

PRANOiS. 

1 thought he had two fon». 

AMBLIA« \ 

Ay! he defcryesmany fuch fens ae you.— Yiss, when 
ftretch'd on the bed of death, he ihi^I exterxl hk ^ebl« 
hands, and feek to grafp for the laft tivat hia injured 
nobl^ Charles, let him feel thy ley hand^ thou fiend^'aad 
Ihudder at the touch !— Oh how fwect,^how delicious 
the curfe of a dj^ng father I 

jritAMcif. 
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FRANCIS« 

You rave, my child ! I pity you ! 

AMELIA. 

Doft thou fo?— Doft thoupity thy brother?— No, 
favage ! thou hateft him ! Thou httefl me too, I hope. 

FRANCIS. 

I love thee, Amelia,»-as my own foul I love thee. 

AMELIA. 

Well ! — If you love me, can you refufe me one fmall 
requed ? 

FRANCIS. 

Nothing can I refufe thee,— were it my life itfelf. 

AMELIA. 

Well then ! — I aflc what you will grant, with all 
your foul. — {Proudly,) — I aik you to— hate me ! I 
ihould die for ihame, if, while I thought on Charles, I j 

could for a moment believe that thou didft not hate me* 
— Promife me that thou wilt, and go, — villain as thou 
art, — leave me. 

FRANCIS. 

Charming enthufiaft ! How that empaffioned foul en« 
chants me ! (JPuts his hand on Amelid^s heart.') Sweet 
flutterer ! Palace of delight, where Charles reign'd fole 
monarch« — Temple facred to his divinity ! — ^He was e- 
ver prefent to thofe beauteous eyes — prefent even in 
thy dreams. — ^In him all animated being feemed con* 
centrated. — Creation itfelf fpoke but of Charles alone 
to that enraptured foul ! 

AMELIA. 

' {With great emotion.) Yes !— I own it was fo !-*- 
Yes, in fpite of you, barbarians, to the world I will a- 
vow it,— I love him«— I adore him ! 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

How ungenerous, how cruel ! to make fo ill a return 
to fo much fbndnels— nay, to forge t 

AMELIA. 

Forget ! — What me^'f); thou, wretch ? 

FRANCIS. 

Wore he not once a ring of jours -, — a ring jou put 
yourfelf upon his finger ? A diamond ring, a pledge of 
your fond love ? It is a hard trial, I own, for the heat 
of youthful blood— -and hardly refiftible. — Thofe wan« 
tons have fuch.arts, fuch fafcinating charms*— there is 
fbme apology for a young man— and then, how could 
he help it ? he had nothing elfe to give her-*furely 
ihe paid him amply for it by her carelTes« 

AMELIA. 

My ring to a wanton ? how fayft thou ? 

FRANCIS. 

Fy, fy ! 'twas infamous indeed. — ^But fiill, if that had 
been all — ^was it not eafy to have redeemed it, however 
pofUy-- ^ good Jew Qiigbt have lent the money.— -But 
.perhaps fhe did not like the fafhion of it — ^it may be he 
changed it himfelf for a handfomer | 

AMELIA. 

(IVarmlyJ) But my ring !— f»y ring ! 

FRANCIS. 

Ay, think of that. — Had I had fuch a jewel^and 
from Amelia too !-- death itlelf ihould not have raviih'd 
it from this hand.— What think you, Amelia? — 'Tis 
;iot the value of the diamond, 'tis not the cofilinefs of 
the, work— 'tis love that gives it value. — Dear child ! 
ihe weeps— Ob ! curs'd be he that caus'd thofe preci- 
ous 
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ous tears to flow, — ^Atx ! and if jou knew all — coulj 
you bttC Ibi bim a^w^fee him ii^ith tb^fe featuret !-«-^ 

AltfitlA. 

With what features^ tnotiller t 

KRAirClS. ' 

Holh, bulhy my ge&tle foul! alk me oo further* 
{Speaking as if apart ^^but ImUl taeugb t4 hi hanihy 
hr.^ n^ere fomethinj^ if thM ähot&ifiable vio« had 
but a ^ml t6 eonce^ its defetmity from the fight of the 
Trorld.»4>at bow hideous its afped^ marked by the yd«» 
low lirid eye.«^he hoUow death4ike fettu^t, the booet 
that pierte the fcrivcilM flua^— the broken faulteritig 
toxte^-the frail and tottering carcafe, while the pdifoö 
preys into the very marrow of the bones— Horrible ^ 
loathfome pidure— -Fangh ! how the thought iickens ! 
Do you remember, Amelia, that miferabk rtjdö who 
died lately in the hofpital-^^Whofe contagious breath 
ttitited the air — Whom mcdefty forbade to look at. — 
H^cal, if thou catift^ that loathföme iitia^.-*^Siich, O 
ht)ttlU6 to think ! is now thy otoce l0V*d Charles ! tiia 
tips diÄil poiföü'-^his ki&fs peftüeüce änd deaths--*-- 

AMKLrA. 

Detefted, ihamelefs flanderet ! 

FRANCIS» 

Does this image of thy lover infpire thee with hor- 
ror ? Then paint him, Amelia, in your own imagma- 
liöft— the lovely, the divine, the angelic Charles ! Go^ 
Cöjoy täife ambrofia of hisKpSj-^inhalehis balmy breath} 
(jSntlia hidii her face toieb her hands.') Oh eitacy J 
"What rapture in tfaofe embraces !-^But is it not nMfft 
UAJuft--ndy truel, to condenm a ikiau becaufe he is to 
Unfortunate as to be the viftim of difcafe ? May not t 

great 



^at ftü! ihhzhit ä foal cäfcaft ? QVrti maügmnä irb^ 
py.y May not th^ bcautie^ of tÄe romd di^dl iii ii 
tainted body—or the foft Voit^ of love iffae from the 
lips of cotraptlott ?-*-Trüö irtdeed, if the poJfon of dc- 
^auchet/ Ihould tabt Iht ftml is well it the body 5 if 
impurity and virtue were incöijliftettt, is * iifithcrtd 
rofc lofes its perfume, -^hten-^^-v 

(With taf^Ui^.y Hit tmce mote I knoW toy Charles ! 
tny dWA Charles I Liai" ! *ttä filfe as htXL f You know, 
tfidiiftet 1 it is ftnpöffiW^ ! {Frams rHnadtsfiir a HMk 
ähfätpt in §hdk^ht, andihen tW^i away ßtäden^y^ as if 
g^big eui.) Whither art thou going l-^Döes fliiziio 
ptferpowcr the* ? 

{Cö^riH^ hhface.y L*t ine begone-^let iriy ttats 
Äiv6 theit frfefe coütfei— Cruel, tyrdtmic fkther ! that 
cottld ibanjbön to iäifei^ the beft> the #drtfaieft of Ü17 
i^flr^h !— L^t vftb benüe this lixdmtmt, to throw my£df 
it his ffeet^-and oiträy kn^ä intreat him to heap upon 
my fa^ad thit höäVy mikdiatoti^To throw me^, 
difinherit me for ever-7»*To ffKirifice my blood, my life^ 
<ny all for him t 

aMeLia, 
• Is it pdlBble? Art thoU yet my Charleses broth^r-^ 
the -kili^, !he teAdct r 

fRAKCIS« 

O Amelia ! how I love, how t admire that m^tchleis 
tohitaucy of «fifeÄioh >— Wilt thöü pardon me that moll 
fevere, that cruel trial of thy love ? — How haft tboa 
juftified all I hoped, Stl t <cbuld have wiflied to have 
^mnd in thee 1 t^ofe tears, tl^ofe fighs—that ardent in- 

dignatipn ! 
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dignatlon ! — ^Ah ! Such are the certain proofs how 
much our fouls have ever fjmpathifed ! 

AMELIA. 

(JSbakes ier head.) No ! by the chafte light of hea- 
ven ! Not an atom of biro^^-not a fpark of his foul,— 
not a particle of his fenfibilitj !-— 

FRANCIS. 

'Twas on a calm, ftiU evening, the laft before. his de« 
parture for Leipzick, when taking me along with him 
to that grove which has fo often witneiTed the raptu- 
rous etj^teffions of your paiBon, your vows of mutual 
love ;*^there, after a long filence, he took my hand in 
his \ and while the tears almoft choked his utterance, 
I leave my Amelia, faid he— -I know not how to ac- 
count for it— but I have a fad prefentiment that it is 
for ever! Dq not abandon her, mj dear brother,— Be 
her friend, her Charles ! Should it happen^ that Charles 
-»fliould never return |— that he were gone for ever. 
{He throws himfelf at AmeluCs feet^ and kiffis her hand 
with ardour ;) — ^And he is gone for ^ver, — ^no more will 
be return \ — and I haye pledged my facredpromife,—i«^ 

AMELIA* 

(Springing hack.) Traitor ! Are you now deteäed ! 
— -'Twas in that very grovp th^t we exchanged our fo« 
lemn plighted oaths, that no other love,— even s^er 
death — ^What an impious wretch art thou,-*how eze^ 
crable {—Quit my fight ! 

FRANCIS. 

i . . , 

You know me not^ Amelia. — Stilly fill} you know m^ 

not. 

■,'.». 

AMELIA. 

, P I know you well,— moft completely well at this 

infiantf 
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inftant.— And you my Charles's confidant ! Yes fure — 
to yon he would have opened aU his foul ; — on your 
bofom he would have flied thofc tears for me ! figh'd 
forth my name in your blafted car. — As foon would he 
have written it on the pillory ! — Q^it my fight ! 

^ FRANCIS« 

You infult me grbfsly. Madam. 

AMELIA« 

Quit my fight !— Thou haft robb'd me of a pirecious 
hour; May it be counted on thy worthlefs life ! 

FRANCIS. 

You hate nie then ? 

AMELIA. 

I fcorn you, wretch. Begone ! 

FRANCIS. 

What ! (JS tamping with fury on the ground,') Thoul 
ibalt quake for this. — To be facrificed to an outcafl ! 
{Goes off in a frenzy OfpaJJioni) 

AMELIA. 

bo, mean and infamous wretcit !— Now am I once 
more with Charles ! — ^Outcaft, did he fay ? the world is 
then unhinged : — Outcafts are kings, and kings are out- 
cafis ! I would not change the rags which that poor out«* 
öäft wears for the imperial purple I What muil be that 
look with which he begs his bread ! An eye of majefty 
itfelf, — a look that dazzles into nougnt the fplendour of 
the proud, the pageant triumphs of the rich and great. 
(4$'^^ tears the jewels from her neck^ To the duft with 
you, ye ufelefs ornaments : — Go load the unfeeling head 
of vanity. — ^Ye rich, ye proud, be that wealth ye glory 
in your curfe ! be your pleafu^es your poifon I — Char- 
les, Charles, now I am worthy thee ! — — \Exit. 

B SCENE, 
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SCENE, /^n Inn Oft the frontiers of Saxony i 

CHARLES DE MOOR. 

(^Alone walking about with impatience,') What is be- 
come of thofe fellows ? Sure they have been upon fome 
fcamper. — Here, houfe ! get me fome more wine ! 'Tis 
very late, and the poft not yet arrived. {Putting his 
band on his heart») How it beats here ! Halloah ! More 
wine ! wine, I fay ! I need a double portion of courage 
to-day — ^for joy, or for defpair. (Wine is brought,'-^ 
Moor drinks, and ßrikes the table violently with the 
glafs,) What a damn'd inequality in the lot of man- 
kind '.—While the gold lies ufelefs in the mouldy coflfer 
of the mifer, the leaden hand of poverty checks the da- 
ring flight of youth, and Thills the fire of enterprife :— 
Wretches, whofe income is beyond computation, have 
worn my threfhold in dunning payment of a few mifer- 
able debts ; — yet fo kindly have I entreated them ;— 
grafp'd them by the hand j — give me but a fingle day ! 
-r-AU in vain. — ^What are pi;ayers, oaths, tears to them; 
—they touch not the fcaly armour of an impenetrable 

» 

heart !■ » 

Enter Spiegelberg with Letters. 

SFI£G£LB£R6. 

A plague confume it ! One ftroke after another ! Dam- 
nation ! What thinkeft thou. Moor ? It drives one to 
madnefs ! 

MOOR. 

What is the matter now ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

The matter !— read— read it yourfelf.— Our traders 
at an end ; — peace proclaimed in Germany *;— the de- 
vil confume thofe priefts ! 

MOOR. 

" * The aaion of this play is fuppofcd to have paffed in the reign of 
the Emperor Maximilian, (grandfather of Charles V.) who in 1505 pro- 
cured 
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MOOR« 

Peace in Germany ! 

SFI£GELB£RG. 

'Tis enough to make a man hang himfclf:-- Club-law 
is gone for ever : — All fighting prohibited, on pain of 
death: — Death and fury ! Moor, go hang yourfelf !-- • 
Pens muft fcribble, where fwords hack'd before ! 

MOOR. 

(JThrows away hisfword,^ Then let powards rule, 
and men throw by their arms. — Peace in Germany ! 
Germany, this news has blafted thee for ever ! Goofe- 
quills for fwords :— No, I wont think of it ! Muft this" 
free fpirit bend to that reßraint ? this will be chained 
by their curft laws? — Peace in Germany! Curfe on that 
peace, that would confine to earth the flight of an eagle. 
— Did peace ever make a great man ? — *Tis war that 
makes the hero ! — O, if the fpirit of Arminius * were 
yet alive in his aflies ! — Place me but at the head of a 
troop of men like myfelf, and out of Germany, beyond 
her limits. — No, no, no ! It will not do.— 'Tis all over 
with her,— ^hcr hour is come ! Not an atom of fpirit, 
aot a free pulfe in the pofterity of Barbaroffa I — Here, 
I bid adieu to all noble cnterprife, — and feek once more 
my native peaceful fields ! 

SPIEGELBERG. 

What the devil ! you'll play thc^ prodigal fon upon 
us ? — A fellow like you, who has made more gafljes 

B 2 with 

cured that great enaöment of the Imperial Diet, which eftabliflied'a 
perpetual peace between all the different States that compofe the Ger- 
manic body. Before his time, they were conftantly at war with each 
other, a ftate of fociety favourable to every fpecics of depredation and 
outrage. 

* Prince of the Cherufci, who withftood the whole power of the Ro- 
man? in the time of Auguftus, defeated Varus and his legions, and uni- 
ting the Germanic tribes, nobly aflerted the liberty and jndepcndance 
of his country. 
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with his fword, than an attorney's clerk has written 
lines in a leap year I Fie, fie ! fhamc upon it ! Misfor* 
time fhall never make a coward of a man ! 

MOOR. 

Maurice ! — I will alk pardon of my father, and think 
it no fhame ! Call it weakncfs, ,if you pleafe — it is the 
weaknefs of a man ; — and he who feels it not, maft be 
either above humanity — or below it. — I fleer the mid- 
die courfe. 

SFt£0£LB£Xa. 

Go then ! I know thee no longer for Moor ! Have 
you forgot how many thousand times, with the glafs in 
your hand, you fcofF'd at the old mifer ? — ** Let him 
fcrape and hoard as he will — I'll drink the more for 
it." — ^Have you forgot that. Moor ? — That was fpoks 
like a man — ^like a gentleman — ^but now ' 

MOOR. 

Curfe on you for that remembrance ! May I be curs'd 
for ever having uttered it I— 'Twas the fpeech of intoxi- 
cation — my heart abhorr'd what my tongue expreffed. 

SPI£G£LB£RG. 

(Shaking his head.^ No, no — that's impoffible — im-^ 
poffible, brother. — Cdnfefs that it is neceffity that makes 
thee talk thus. — Come man, never fear 1 let things be 
ever fo bad. — ^The more peril the more courage ; the* 
more they crufli us, the higher we'll rife. — If the fates 
throw bars in our way, 'tis to make heroes of us.— 
Come along I 

MOOR. 

{Peeviß}Iy.^ In my opinion, there's little occafion 
now for courage — ^when there's nothing to be done 
with i^ 

SPIEGELBERG# 
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SPIEGELBERG. 

So !— You would then give up the game — bury your 
talents in the earth? — Do you think our paultry ex- 
flloits at Leipzick were the limits of human genius ? 
Let us launch into the gr«at world— Paris and London 
for mc ! There, if you give one the title of honeß man^ 
fae knocks you down for it. — There a man has fonre 
pleafure in the trade — 'tis on a grand ibale. — What do 
you flare at ?— «Such charming counterfeiting of hands, 
loading of dice, picking of locks, gutting of ftrong box- 
es I^— Ay, Spicgelbeig muft be your matter! Let the 
poor dog be hanged who chufes to ftarve rather than 
«rook his fingers ! 

MOOR. 

(Ironically i) — ^What, have you got that length ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

You miftruft me I think.— -Stay till I get warm'd in 
the bufinefs, and you'll fee wonders. — ^Your fliallow 
brsuns will turi^ in your head when you hear the pro- 
jefb I fliall form. (JStriking the table J) Aut defar, 
4iut nihil. — ^You fliall all be jealous of me. 

MOOR. 

(^Looking at him ßedfaßly ?) Maurice ! 

SFIEGELBERG. 

{Warmly^ Yes, jealous of nie-^madly jealous, you, 
and ^1 of you. — I will invent fach plans as fliall con- 
found every one of you— -How the light breaks in !— 
What great ideas dawn upon my mind — What giant- 
projefts formed in this creative brain ? — Curs'd lethar- 
gy of the foul ! {Striking his head.) that chained my 
better judgment, cramp'd all my ftrength of mind — 
^uin'd all my profpeds — I am now awake— Lfeel what 

B3 I,?m, 
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I am, what I n^uft yet be — Go leave me—you fliall all 
be indebted to my bounty for your fupport ! 

MOOR. 

You are a fool I The wine has got into your head ! 
'Tis that makes you blufter fo. 

SFIE6ELBER6. 

(ßtiil more animated.') Spiegelberg, they will fay. Art 
Jhou a magician, Spiegelberg ? — What a pity, Spiegel- 
berg, fays the King, thoji wert not a general, thou 
would'fl have made the Turks creep into their holea 
like rats. — ^Now I think I hear the Doftors fay, what a 
lofs it is this man had not been bred to phyfic ;^hc 
would have found out the Elis^ir vita. Ah, had he 
turned his thoughts to finance, fay your Sullys^ what a 
figure would he have made ; — he would have changed 
the very ftones into gold.-— The name of Spiegelberg 
fliall fly from pole to pole ! And you, ye cowards, ye rep- 
tiles, ye Ihall crawl in the dirt, while Spiegelberg fliall 
foar to the temple of glory, with an eagle's flight! 

MOOR. 

A good journey to you ! foar away to the pinnacle of 
glory— from the top of the gallows I — In the fliade of 
my paternal woods, in the arms of my Amelia, I court 
far nobler pleafures. — 'Tis now eight days fince I have 
written to my father to entreat his pardon. I have not 
concealed from hinji the fmalleft circumftance of my 
mifconduft j and fincere repentance will ever find for- 
givenefs. — Maurice, let us part— part never to meet a- 
gain — the poft is arrived — at this very hour my father's 
pardon is within thefe walls« 

Enter Switzer, Grimm, Roller, and Schufterle. 

^ ROLLER. 

Do you know, that there i's a fearch for us ? 

GRIMM. 
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GRIMM. 

That every moment we may expeft to be appre- 
hended? 

• MOOR« 

I am not furprifed at it, — nor do I care how matters 
go. — Have none of you feen Razman ? Did he fpcak of 
no letters that he had for me ? 

ROLLER« 

I fuppofe he has fome, fcr he has been looking for 
^ou a long time. 

MOOR. 

Where is he ? Where, where ? (If going out.) 

ROLLER. 

Stay, we defired him to be at this place. You tremi» 
t)le, Sir? 

MOOR. 

I do not tremble.— What ihould I tremble for? Friends, 
this letter, — rejoice with me, — I am the happieft of 
men ! Tremble ! why üiould I tremble ? — {Switzerßts 
down in Spiegelberg* s place^ and drinks bis wine.) 

Enter Razman. 

MOOR. 

(^Running up to him.) The letter ! where is the letter? 

RAZMAN. N. 

(Giving him a letter, which he opens with eagernefs.) 
What now ? Why, you feem petrified ! 

MOOR. 

My brother's hand ! 

ROLLER. 

What the devil is Spiegelberg about there ? 

GRIMM. 

The fellow's out of his fenfes ; — ^he's play^g tricks 
like a monkey ;«-- he has got St Vitus's dance. 

SCHUFTERLE. 
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SCHÜFTERLE. 

His wits are a-wpol-gathcriDg : — ^Hc's making verfes, 
I fuppofe* 

ROLLER. 

Spiegelberg ! hey, Spiegelbcrg ! — ^Thc bcaft 4oc5 not 
hear me. — ^— 

GRIMAf. 

(JShaking him hy the ßfoulder.^ Hallo ! fellow, are. 
you ii> a dream ? * 

SPIEGELBERG. 

{Who all this time had been making geßures on his feat ^ 
like a man who is conceiving fome great projeSi^ ßarts t$p 
with a wild afpeB^ and feiges Switzer hy the throat,^ 

Yoiir purfe, or jour life I 

(Switzer, with great coolne/s, drives him againfl the 
wall. — All laugh. Moor lets fall the letter^ and is going 
out in dißraßion. — ^he refl keep ßlence for a while ^ and 
' look at each other,^ 

ROLLER. 

{Stopping him.') Moor, Where are you going? — 
What's the matter, RJoor ? 

GRIMM. 

What can be the matter ? — He's as pale as ^ 
corpfe. "^ 

MOOli. 

Loft ! loft for ever ! (Rußes out.) 

GRIMM. 

He muft have got ftrange news» — Let's fee what it 
fan be ! 

ROLLER. 

{Takes up the letter. and reads.) " Unfortunate bro- 

'* ther,"fl\ pleafant beginning ! ** I am forry to inforna 

'^ you, that you have nothing more to hope for. — ^Your 

• '* fathc? 
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'* father fays, you may go wherever your evil geniu$ 
*''fliall diröÖ you: — He gives you up to perdition« 
'* He bids me tell you, that though you were to 
** come in ^ears, and cling to his knees^ you need 
^^ not hope for pardon ;— that you may expeä a dun« 
^' gcön of the caftle for your apartment, and bread and 
** water for your fußenance, till your briftly hairs 
*' outgrow the feathers of an eagle, and your naib 
** the claws of a vulture. Thefe are his very words.— 
** He orders me to flop here,— to bid you an eternal 
^^ adieu.-— I pity you from my foul." 

** Francis de Moor.'* * 

SWITZER. 

There's a pretty, fweet, little brother for you J-ni 
And thi« vermin is called Francis ? 

SFIEGELBERG« 

iJSneaking forwards S) Bread and water, was that the 

word ! A fine life indeed ! No, I fliall find a better fo? 

you than that. — Didn't J always tell you, that 1 muft 
fcheme for you ? 

SWITZER. 

What does that blockhead fay ? This afs pretends tq 
think for us alL 

SPIEGELBERG.. 

Poor creatures ! poor, lame, helplefs animals ! No 
hearts have you to attempt any thing that'» great ! 

RQLX.ER. 

Well, fo we are— you are quite right.— rBut whsit do 
you propofe for our relief !— What's your plan for rai- 
fing us from this pitiful ftate ? Come, give it us ! 

SFIEGELBERG. 

{Lavgbing with ßlf^conceit^ Poor things I to ralfe 
^ou from this pitiful ftatc~Ha, ha, ha! Pitiful indeed! 

I thought 
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I thought you had a thimble-fuU of brains at leaft» 
You have made a fine cavalcade^ and now you may fla-» 
ble your horfes I Spicgelbcrg were an afs indeed^ if he 
did not know his own courfe ! I would make heroes of 
you — ^barons, princes^ demigods! 

RAZMAK. 

Why, that's pretty well to begin with— This is fomc 
break-neck enterprife, I dare engage^-fomething that 
will coft a head or two at lead« * 

SPIEGELBERO. 

Not your head, TU anfwer for it.— There's nothing 
wanting but courage ? — As for the genius, the contri*. 
vance, I take that all upon myfelf« — Courage, I fay ! 
Switzer, courage ! Roller, Grimm, Razman, Schufterlc 
— Courage is the word ! 

SWITZER. 

Courage ! if that were all, I have enough to go bare^ 
foot through hell ! 

RAZMAK. 

Courage ! I could fight the devil in his own ihape, 
for a thief's body under the gallows ! 

SPIEGELBERO. 

Tliat's what I like ! WeU, if you have courage, let 
any one of you ftcp forward, and fay, " I have fome« 
" thing yet to lofe— I am not quite thread-bare." {Afm 
ter a longpaufe^ What, not a word among you ? 

ROLLER. , 

What's the ufe of all this palaver ?....If we have fenfe 
to comprehend the bufinefs, and courage to execute it, 
fpeak it out ? 

SFIEGlkLBERG^ 

Well then, hearkee ! (JSe places himfelfin the middle 
ofibem^ and with a/olemn tone of adjuratim^ If there 

IP 
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is a drop of German blood— of the blood of heroes, in 
your veins— come ! — ^let us betake ourfelves to the 

foreßs of Bohemia — ^form a troop of robbers, and 

What do you Hare at ? Is your little flafli of courage 
out already ? 

ROLLER* 

You are not the firft rogue indeed who has fet the 
gallows at defiance-^and yet — what choice is left us ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

What choice ? — ^Why, you have no choice. — Would 
you chufe to take up your abode in the dungeon for 
debtors, and fpin hemp till you ate bailed by the lad 
trumpet— or would you gain your miferable morfcl of 
bread with the fpade and mattock ? Would you beg 
an alms with a doleful tale under a window? — or would 
you enlift for recruits? — that's to fay, ifyourhang* 
dog vifages d%i not betray you — and fubmit to the tor- 
ments of purgatory, at the pleafure of an overbearing 
fcoundrelly corporal — to run the gantlope, and dance to 
the mufic of the drum; or be chained like a galley-flave 
to a train of ajtillery ?— There's what you have to 
chufe upon— a charming catalogue of delightful occu- 
pations ! 

ROLLER.. 

You are the prince of orators, Spiegelberg, when you 
want to make an honeft man a fcoundreL— -But fay^ 
gentlemen, what's become of Moor ? 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Honeft man, fay you ? Will you be the lefs an honeft 
man, if you follow my advice, than you are atprefent? 
What do you call honeft ? To eafe the mifer of a part of 
his load, and give him found fleep and golden dreams for 
it j to bring the ftagnating metal into circulation, to 

regulate 
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regulate the unequal balance of fortunes— in ihort, to 
bring back the golden age— to rid Providence of a bur-« 
den, and fave Him the trouble offending war, pefiilence, 
famine, and phyfic, among us ;--to have the proud 
thought when jou fit down to jour meal. This is the 
fruit of my own ingenuity-.-tliis was gained by the 
courage of a lion— or this the reward of my watchful 
nights — to draw the refpeft of all ranks and condi^ 
tions, 

ROLLER. 

And laftly, to enjoy the beatitude of tranflation into 
heaven, bodily, and alive ; to fet florm, and tempeft, 
and Time himfelf at defiance, to foar away under the 
fun, moon, and fiats, with the fweet birds in concert a- 
round you; and while kings and potentates are the 
food of worms, to have the honour of frequent vifits 
from the royal bird of Jove. Maurice, Prfaurice, hav«* 
a care of yourfelf 5 beware of th^ bead that has three 
Jegs. 

SPIEGELBERO. 

And you are afraid of that, you pitiful animal ? 
Many a noble fellow, fit to have reformed the world, 
^as rotted between lieaven and earth. And does not 
the renown of fuch men live for centuries? — ay for a 
«lillenniunr 5 — while the vulgar herd of kings and j>nn- 
ces would be overlooked in the catalogue, but that the 
hiftorian finds it neceflTary to complete his genealogical 
tree, and fwell the number of his pages, for which his 
bqokfeller pays him by the fliect. — Ay ! and when the 
traveller fees him dangling in the wind,— there, fays 
he, muttering to himfelf, that man had no water in his 
brains, I'll warrant him,— and curfes the hardjQiip of 
|he times. 
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KAZMAN« 

Great and mafterly, by Heaven ! — Spiegelberg, thou 
haft a charm, like Orpheus, to lull the yelling Cerbe- 
rus, confcienccf— Take me to yourfelfj— I am yours 
for ever. 

ORIMM« 

Ay, and let them call it infamy. — ^What then ? At 
the worft, 'tis but carrying a fmall dofe of powder in 
our pocket, which will fend us quietly over Styx,— to 
take a nap in that country where no cocks will crow to 
waken us.-— Courage, Maurice ! — that's Grimm's con« 
feffion of faith« (Gives him bis hand*) 

SCHÜFTERLE. 

•—Zounds ! What a hurly-burly 's in this head of mine. 
It's a fair audion : — Mountebanks, Lotteries, — Alchy- 
mifts, — Pickpockets,— you have all your chance ; — ^nd 
he that offer^moft, {hall have me— Give me your hand, 
coufin* 

SWITZER. 

(Comes forward flovoly^ and gives bis band to Spiegel* 
berg.) Maurice, thou art a great man ; — or rather--« 
the blind fow has fmel't out the maft. 

ROLLER. 

(After a longfilence^ with bis eyes fined on Switzer.) 
What, And you too, my friend — ^givc me your hand.— - 
Roller and Switzer for ever 5 — ^ay, to the pit of hell ! 

SPIEGELBER.G. * 

(Cuts a caper,') Up to the ftars, my boys ! A free 
courfe to your Caefars and your Catilines.— <>Courage ! 
Off with your glafles. — Here's k health to the god Mer- 
cury ! 

AH {drinking.) Here he goes ! 

SriEGELBERa. 
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SFIEÖELBERG. 

Now, for bufincfs ! A twelvemonth hence we fliall be 
able to buy earldon». - 

SWITZER. 

{Muttering^') Yes, if we are not broke on the wheel. 
{^hey are going off^ 

ROLLER. 

Softly, my boys, foftly, — ^where are you going ?— 
The beaft muft have a head to its body. — ^Rome and 
Sparta could never have ftood without a chief to com- 
mand them. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

{In a tone of complacence^ Yes, — very right. — 
Roller fpeaks to the purpofe ; — ^we muft have a chief, 
— a man of talents, great reach, a politic head. — ^Ha, 
ha ! {Standing b)itb his arms acro/s,^ When I think 
what you were a few minutes ago, and what a fingle 
lucky thought has made of you now. — Yes, truly you 
muft have a chief; — and you'll own, that he that ft ruck 
out a thought of that kind had a head-piece, — wife, 
crafty, politic. 

ROLLER. 

If there was any hope, — any chance that, — but I de- 
fpair of his confent. 

SFIEGELBERG. 

{Cajoling.') Why defpair, my friend ; — difficult as 
it may be to guide the fliip when flie's buflfeted by the 
winds and waves, and however cumberfome may be the 
weight of a diadem, — fpeak it out boldly, my boy. — 
Perhaps— he may be prevailed upon. 

ROLLER. 

It will be all children's play if he's not our leader.-— 
Without Moor, we are a body without a foul. 

SPIEGELBERG. 
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SPIEGELBERG. 

( Turning qfiie peeviß>ly.) Blockhead ! 
Entei^Moot^ with wild geftures^ßatki baciwards and 
forwards, /peaking to himfelf. 

MOOR. 

Men ! — ^Men ! falfe ! treacherous crocodiles ! Your 
eyes are water ! your hearts arc iron ! kiffes on your 
lips ! and poniards in your bofom ! The lion and the 
panther feed their whelps—the raven ftrips the carrion 
to bring to her young ; and he— he ! — ^Whatever malice 
can devife I have learnt to bear — I could fmile when 
my enemy drink» of riiy heart's blood. — But when a 
feither's love becomes a fury's hate - O then, let fire 
rage here where once was humanity ! — the tender- 
hearted lamb become a tyger— and every fibre of this 
tortured frame be rack'd — to ruin and defpair ! 

ROLLER. 

Hearkee, Moor '— what's your opinion — Is n't the life 
of a robber better than flarving in a dungeon on |>read 
and water ? 

MOOR. 

Why did not this foul inhabit the tyger's bofom, that 
fatiates his maw on human flefh ! — Was that a father's 
kindnefs ! — ^Love for love !— Would I were a bear of 
the North, and could arm my ravenou3 kind againft 
thofe murderers !* — ^To repent, and not to be forgiven ! 
—Oh ! I could poifon the ocean, that they might drink 
death in every fource S— I truftcd to his compaffion — 
relied on it wh©lly---and found no pity ! 

ROLLER. 

Hear me, Moor, hear what I fay I 

MOOR. 

It is incredible— all a dream.^So earneft a requeft, 

a picture 
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a pifture of mifery fo flrong— contrition fo iincere .. 
the moft fa vage bead would have melted to compaffion* 
->-^ftones would have Wept ; jet he — ^If I fhould ptiblifh 
it to the world, it would not be believed — ^'twould be 
thought a libel on the human fpecies ; and jet — ^Oh ! 
that I could blow the trumpet of rebellion through all 
nature, and fummon heaven, earth, and feas, to war a?-i 
gainft this favage race ! 

GRIMM. * 

Do jou hear, Moor ! This frenzj makes him deäf I 

^OOR. 

Begone ! fly. Is not jour name man ? Was not 
JOU born of woman ? Out of mj fight, with that hu- 
man face ! — I loved him with fuch unutterable affecw 
tion. — ^No fon ever loved a father fo ! I would have fa- 
crificed a thoufand lives for him. (JStaniping with fury ^ 
Ha ! where is he that will put a fword in mj hand, to 
extinguifh with one mortal blow this viperous race I— 
that will teach me where to ftrike^ that I might deftroj* 
the germ of exiftence ! — Oh ! he were my friend, vaf 
angel, mj god ! — I would faU down and worfliip him ! 

ROLLER« 

We will be fuch friends — ^let us but fpeak to jou^ 

GRIMM4 

Gome with us to the forefls of Bohemia—* we'll 
form a troop of robbers — and then— (ilfoor ßares at 
him^ 

SWItZER. 

Thou flialt be our Captain !— Thou muß be our Capw 
tain 

SPIEGELBERG. 

{Sits down in rageS) Slaves and poltroons I 

MOOR^ 
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MOOR. ' 

Who put that thought in your head? tell me, firrah ! 
(&iaiM^ Roller imtb a . rough grafp.) . That man^s. 
heart of thine never conceived the projeö ! Who put 
it in your head ? — ^Y^, by the thoufand arms of d6ath! 
that we will — that we^fl// do. ! 'Tis a thought worthyi 
of a divinity ! — ^Robbers and affaffins — as my foul lives, 
I will be your Captain ! ' 

ALL. 

(IVith a louißiout^ Long live the Captain ! 

SFIEGEL3ERG. 

{Afidt^ Till I give him his mittimus I 

MOOR. 

So now !— The fcales drop from my eyes ! What a 
fool I was to thifik of returning to my cage \ My foul 
thirds for aäion, my fpirit pants for liberty I — ^Robbers 
and aflaffins \ with thofe words I fet all laws at defi- 
ance ! — Man had no humanity when I appealed to hu-* 
^manity ! Pity and compaffion ! here let me throw you 
off for* ever ! — I have ao father«-— no aSedion mere I 
Come, Death and Murder be my mafters ! and teach 
me to forget that this heart e'er knew what fondnefs 
was ! Come to my foul, ye fiends ! Now for fome hor« 
yible exploit.— *Tis refolved, I am your Captain, — and. 
glory to him who mod fhall murder and .deilroy— he 
ihall have a king's reward. — ^Here, ftand around in a 
circle, and fwear to be true to me till death ! 

ALL. 

(Giving him their hands^ Till death ! (JSpiegelberg 
walks afide dijfatisfied^ 

MOOR. 

And now, by this m^n's right hand, (Stretching oat 
his hand»^ I fwear to be your faithful coojimander — till 

C death ! 
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death ! Now, by my foul, I'll make a corpfc of him 
who firft ihews fear among you ! And when I break 
this oath, be fuoh my fate from you F-^ Art you i^reed? 

ALL. 

^ (^7%rowifig ^httr hats in thi 'air,) We're all »greed 
' (JSpiegtlberg grins a fHäUdous finihJ) 

MOOR. 

Then let us go ! Fear neither danger nor death^^^4>ut 
deftiny has long been fixed, unalterable — andeach fhall 
meet his end as fate decrees-— on th^ down bed, or in 
the bloody field — the gibbet, or the wheel— one of thefe 
deaths we die for certain! — {Emunt. 

SPIEGELBERa. 

The cata.lQgue's defedite ! yt)u huve forgot treäfon ! 
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ACT n. 



SCEKfe, moor's castle. 

11 ■ ■■■ r 

Francis da Moor alone in his apartment* 



T'VE loft all patience with thefe (ioftbti'.— An old 
man*s life is an eternity,— Muft my nobl6 plans 
creep the fdail's pac^ of ä dotärd^s lingering hours of 
life ? If on^ could point ä new track for dfeatK to entet 
the fort ! — If to tear the foul could kitl the body 1 — Ay; 
that were fotnethlng ! an original invention !— ^flte that 
fliould make that difcdvery were ä fecond Columbus in 
the empire of death !— Think on that. Moor,— ^Twere 
an art worthy to have thee for its inventor ! — How 
then fliall we begin the work? — What horrible emotion 
would have the force to break at once the thread of 
life ? liage f No ! that hungry wolf furfeits himfelf; 
and, regorges his meal! Grief ^ That's a wotrii that 
lingers in the flefh, and mines his way too fiowly !— 
Fear ? No 1 hope blunts his därt, and will not let histt 
firike his prey^l-^What ! are thefe our only execu- 
tioners ? Is the' arfenal of death fo fodn exhaufted ? 
Hum!— hum! {Mttfing.^ What now ?—^No moire ? — - 
Ha I I have it ! V^error is the word ! — What is proof 
ägäinft Terror ? Reafon,- religion, hope — all mull give 
way before this pant fiend ii— And then— rfliould he e- 
♦en bear the fiiock-:— there's more behind:.-^^«^»V^ of 
mindf come aid the impferfedt wdrlj;! — Repentance, gnaw- 
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ing viper of the foul — monfter that ruminatefl thy bane^ 
ful food ! — And thou Remorfe I that liveft on thy mo- 
ther's flefli, and waft'ft thine own inheritance ! — And 
you, even you, ye powers of Grace and Mercy ! give 
your aid ! Ye blifsful years o^erpaft, difplay your 
charms to memory's fond retrofpeft, and poifon with 
your fweets the prefent hour I — Ye fcenes of future 
fclifs, combine to wound— fliew him the joys of paradife 
before him, and hold the dazzling mirror out to hope, 
but cheat his feeble grafp ! — Thus let me play my bat- 
tery of death— ftroke after ilroke inceflant — till na- 
ture's mouhd is brokcn-^and the whole troop of furies 
feize the foul, and end their work by horror and de- 
fpair I — Triumphant thought !— So now— the plan's 
my own ! Now for the work ! . 

' . Enter Herman, 
Ha ! Deus ex macbina ! Herman ! 

HERMAN. 

Herman, at your fervice, good Sir ! 

FRANCIS. 

{Gives him his hand.) I am much , obliged to you, 
Herman. I am not ungrateful. 

HERMAN^ 

I have proofs of that, Sir. 

FRANCIS. 

You fliall have more anon— anon, good Herman I — 
I have fomething to fay to you, Herman. 

^ HERMAN. 

I hear you with a thoufand ears ! 

FRANCIS. 

I know you well— you're refolute and brave — ^you 
have a foldier's heart ! — My father, Herfltian— by hea- 
vens, he wrong'd ypu ajuch ! 
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HERMAN. 

By hell, I won*t forget it ! 

FRANCIS. 

That's fpoken like a than ! Revenge becomes a map \ 
I like you, Herman! Here, take this purfe!— It 
ihould be heavier, were I the mafier here« 

HERMAN. 

Good Sir, I thank you h^rtily. — 'Tis my moft ear- 
ncft wifli you were fo. 

FRANCIS., 

Say you fo, good Herman ? Do you really,-— do you 
in your heart wilh me to be the mafter ? — But my fa- 
ther, — ^he has the marrow of a lion in his bones ; and 
I am but a younger fon. — 

HERMAN. 

I wifh you were the elder,— ^nd be in the laft ilage 
of a confumption. 

FRANCIS. 

Ha ! were that the cafe, the eldefi fon would not 
forget you, my friend.— Then would he raife you from 
thd duft ; from that low condition which fo ill be- 
coines ypur merits,— n^y, your birth : — ^he would draw 
you forth in^o light :— Then fliould you roll in gold, 
»—-a fplendid equipage ; — then would, — ^but I hav6 
wandered from what I meant to fay^ — Have you quite 
forgot the fair Edelreich, Herman ? 

HERMAN. 

Thunder of Heaven ! Why have you called up that 
idea? 

FRANCIS. 

You loft her. — ^'Twas my brother that was the con- 
jurer there.— — 

C3 HERMAN, 
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HERMAN. 

He fhall pay dearly for it^ 

FIIAKCIS.. 

She difinilTed you, t believe,*— «nd ' he tjiruft you 
down flairs. — '• — 

HERMAN. 

I flis^ thruft him down to hell for that. 

FRANCIS. 

He ufed to fay, 'twas whifpered, that your father 
never could look at you, without fmitine his bread, and 
prying *^ God^a-mercy on my fiiis !" 

H|:rman. 

(^Furiaujfy.y Lightning blaft him !-^|^top {here ! 

FRANCIS. 

V 

He advifed you to fell your patent of nobility to 
mend your dockings. *^ - 

HERMAN. 

Hell confume him ! Pll tear his eyes out with thefe 
nails. 

FRANCIS. 

What ! you are exafperated at him.— Poor Herman ! 
What fignifies your malice ? What harm can you do to 
him? What (;an a rat do to a lion? — ^Your rage but 
makes his tri\imph the fweetcr : — You have nothing 
for it but to grind your teeth in filence^ — to fpend your 
fury in gnawing at a dry cruft. 

HERMAN. 

^Stamping with hü ßet^) Til crufh him, — trampl«? 
him btfneath my feet 1 

FRANCIS. 

(^Clapping him on theßouJder.') Well (aid, Herman I 
You are a gentleman. — This affront muft not be put 
up with. --r You would not renounce the lady ? No, not 

' ■ '■ \ ' iox 
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for the warH. — Fire and fury ! I would move heaven 
and earth il I were in your place ! 

HERMA-K« 

I will not reft till I have him under my feet. 

FRANCIS. 

Not quite fo outrageous, Herman.— -Come near, — 
thou ihalt have Amelia. 

HERMAN. 

I'll have her ! in fpite of hell, TU hav^e her ! 

FRANXII8. 

You ihall have her, I tell you, — and from my hand. 
•—Gome near ! -r-You don't know perhaps that Charles 
is as good as difinherited. 

HllRMAN. 

{Coming near.) |mpoffible! I never he^rd afyl* 
iable of that« 

FRANCIS. 

Be quiet and hear ine ! — Another time 111 tdl jou 
more of this. — -It's now eleven months fince he has been 
in a manner banifbed.-— But the old man begins to re^ 
pent a little of the precipitate ftep he faa^ ts^en i though 
i^fmiting) I flatter myfelf it was not all his o^n doing 
' neither ; — and the girl too,-— Amelia I mean, — ^purfae$ 

him inceSantly with her tears an4 reproaches. — ^He^U 
be fending in queft of him by and by all over the world; 
and if he is found, good night 'to you, Herman !-— You 
niay then make your ot^ifance, and humbly open the 
coach-door when he goes to church with' her ^ 

HERMAN. 

I'll ftrangle him at the altar ! 

FRANCIS. 

His father will foon give up his eftates to hiB^> and 
live in retirement at his folitary ca(Ue.-r?Theo that prpud 

hot- 
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"hot-heated blufterer will have the reins in his own. 
hand^ — and laugh his enemies to fcorn ; — and ]^ Herman^ I 
who would make a man of you^ and load jou with riches^ 
«— T myfelf muft make my humble obeifance at his 
door.^ — 

HERMAN. 

(Warmly.') No, as fare as my name is Herman, 
that fhall never be ! If there is a fpark of invention in 
this head, that ihall never be. 

FRANCIS. 

Will you prevent it ? You tqo, my dear Herman, 
muft fink beneath his fcourge. — He'U fpit in your face, 
when he meets you in the ftreets ; and woe be <o yoU;> 
if you but flirug a ihoulder, bt crook your mouth at 
him !*!— Ay — there's the amount of all your fine pro^ 
fpeäs, your hopes of love, your mighty plans.- . . ■ 

HERMAN. 

(ßxigerly.) Tell me then what I muft do. 

FRANCIS. • 

Hear thenj Herman ! You fee how I enter into your, 
feelings like a true friend. — ^Go, change your ploaths — 
difguife yourfelf, fo as not to be knoivn-— get yourfelf 
announced to the old man as one that is juft returned 
from Hungary-— give put, that you was with my bro- 
ther at the laft battle, and that you was prefent wheq 
he breathed his laft upon the field I — — 

HERMAN. 

Will they believe me ? 

FRANCIß. 

' Fho ! let me alone for that. — Take this packet-^H^re 
youll find a commifilon, and all the necefiary documents^ 
that would convince fufpicion itfelf of the truth of your 
ftory. — Only be quick in getting out, and take care yoi^ 

are 
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flite not feen. — Slip out by the back door Into the court, 
and thence over the garden-wall.-— As for the winding 
up of the ploty leave that to me ! 

HERMAN. 

• And then it will be, " Long live our new mafter, our 
f* noble Lord, Francis de Moor !'* . ^ 

FRANCIS. 

(^Patting him on the cheek.') Ha I what a cunning 
rogue you are — you fee it at the firft glance ! For lookr 
'ye how fure and how quick the projeft works — Ame^ 
lia'^s hopes are gone at once-r*The old man Uys his fon's 
death at his own door — ^he falls fick — A tottering houfe ^ 
does not need an earthquake to bring it down — ^Hell 
never outlive your iiitelligence — Then — ^then I am his 
only fon — Amelia has loft every fiipport, and is the 
plaything of my will-r-Then you may eafily guefs what 
follows — ^you— in fhort all goes to a wifli. — But you 
xnuft not flinch from your word ! 

HERMAN. 

Flinch! did you fay? — The ball might as foon fly 
back to the cannon I — you ipay depend on me. Fare- 
wel. 

. FRANCIS. 

(Running after him.) Remember, 'tis all for yourr 
felf you are working. (Follows him with bis eyes to the 
end of the ßage^^-and then Ireaks out into an infernal 
laugh.) Keen, earneft, to a wifli I-?— How impetuoufly 
the blockhead throws of his honefty, to fnatch at an ob- 
jed, that the fmalleft fpark of common fenfe muft con- 
vince him he can never attain. {Peevißly.) No — that^s 
unpardonable ! This fellow is an arrant knave— »and yet 
}ie trufts to one's promife.— It cofts him nothing to de- 
ceive an honeft man—- and yet when deceived himfelf he 

never 
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never will forgive it.-**-l3 thi» the boafted lord of tha 
creation ! Pardon me. Dame Nature ! if I owe yoa a 
grudge for that form you ha^e given noe.— Complete 
your work by Gripping me of every veftige of huinani« 
fy.--»Man ! thou baft forfeited all my regard-i— nor in 
mj confcience do I think therjB is (he fmall^ft crime in 
^qing all I can to injure thee ! 



ß P E N E, Cotiftt de Mpor^s Bed^chatnhern 
The Count afleep^ Amelia. 

AMELIA. 

Softlyj-^qh foftly^^he is ailecp. {Sbeß^ps^nd hoAf 
pt him.') How good! how venerable !—-^iSuch is ^e 
countenance with which they paint the bleffcd faints !— 
Angry with thee i Oh no }— with that gray head ! Oh 
never, never ! (^Sbf /cattery rofts upon the if ^Z,)— Sweet 
be thy flumber, as tbe rofes fweet perfume. May the 
image of Charles vifit you in your dreams I May yoii^ 
^wake in a bed of rofc3 !-— I too will go fleep amidft 
perfumes J— mine is the Rofem^ry. (ßbe gt^es a Jew 
Jieps,^ 

(Jnhisßeep.y My Charles! my Charles | my Charley! 

AMELIA. 

Hark ! His guardian angel has heard my prayer 1 
{Coming near him.) *Tis fweet to breathe the ai&in 
^hich his name was uttered,---ril ftay here, 

OLD MOOR, 

(ßtijl in bisßeep.) Are you there ? Are you truly 

there? 
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there ? Ah ! do not look fa pitifully upon me ! — I an^ 
laiferable enough already \ (^Heßirs nfikßlyt^ 

AMELIA. 

{Wakens him hqftily,^ Unde ! my dear uncle !-n 
?Twas but a dream ! 

pLi> Moqa, 

{Half awaie.) ' Was he not there ? Ilad I not hi^ 
hand in mine ? — Is not this the fmell of rofes ? O hate« 
f al Francis, wiU you not let me dream of him ? 

A1II2LIA* 

{firawing iaci^) Mark*ft thou that> Amelia ! 

QLD MOOR. 

{Waiens.y Where am I ? — Are yqu here, my niece ? 

AMELIA. 

You had a delightful fleep, uacle. 

OLD M00|l. 

I was dreaming of my Charles. — ^Why did they Weak 
my dreams ? — I might have had my pardon from hi^ 
mouth« 

AMELIA. 

{FaJJionately^ His pardon ! Angels have no refent«« 
^ent. He forgives you, uncle. {Freffing his hand.y 
father of my Charles, I forgive you too, 

OLD MOOR. 

No, no, my ^hild, — that wan cheek,— that deadly palef 
hears witnefs,-.'in fpite of thee ! Poor girl !-^I have 
\>lafted all the promife. of thy fpring,— thy joys of youth. 
^^Don*t forgive me,— J>ut oh, do not curfe me ! 

AW(ELIA. 

CJ^n there be a curfe of love * ? — ^Hcre it is then, my 
father. {KiJJis his band with tendeme/sJ) 

I OLB 

* Ge&m- Difi Hebe bat nur cinenßucb gelernte Love has learnt 
Jju^ one curfe. 
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OLD MOOR. 

{BSftng from tie bed.) W^hat's here, my child ? Rtw 
fcs ? Did you llrcw thefe rofcs here? On me? — On, 
me, who killed your Charles ? 

AMELIA. 

I ftrew'd them on his father ! (JFalling on his neck.^ 
No more on him can I ftrew them ! 

OLD MOOlE(. 

A^ith what delight would'ft thou have done fo !— - 

And yet, my child, unknowingly 'tis done ;— for fee,— .- 

know you that piäure ? {Drawing afide thf curtain of 

the bed.') 

AMELIA. 

(^Ru/hiftg towards the pißure,) 'Tis Charles ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Such was he in his fixteentb year. — But now how 
Ranged ] — T fhudder to think upon it. — ^That fweet- 
l^efs, now fell mifanthropy— that fmile, defpair !-^Is*t 
not fo, Amelia ? ■ It was upon his birth-day — ^in the 
bower of jeflamine, that you ^xe,vf that pidure of him. 

AMELIA. 

O, never will J forget that day !--^Pafl and gon^ for 
ever ! He fat juft before roe-r-a ray of the fctting i\\a 
ihone full upon his face— and his dark locks floated 
carelefsly on his neck ! O, in that hour 'twas all the 
woman here--.the artift was forgot-^^the pencil fell 
from my hand — and my trembling lips fed, in imagina- 
tion. On every line and track of that dear countenance ! 
—My heart was full of the original.-*— The weak, ina- 
nimate touches' fell feebly on the canvas— languid as 
thofe faint traces which the memory bears of muiic that 

OLI) 
* Geem» Ceftricbe adagio* goft rauGc of ycftcrday. 
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OLD MOOR. 

Say on ! continue thus ! thefe images bring back paft 
time.— O iny child, I was fo hzppj in your loves 1 

AMELIA. » 

(Keeping her eyesßill on the pt3ure») No, no — it is ^ 

not he !— no, no, by heaven ! 'Tis not my Charles !— 
Here ! (Striking her heart and her forebeadf) Here he i» 
quite himfelf — fo like — but' there fo different. — The pen- 
cil can give no idea of that foul that fpoke in his coun- 
tenance I — Away with it— *tis a poor image— an ordi- 
nary man ! — Oh ! I was a mere novice in the art i 

Enter Daniel. 

DANIEL« 

There is a man without who wifhes to fee you. Sir. 
He fays he brings tidings of importance. 

OLD MOOR. 

To me, Amelia, there is but one fubjeft of fuch tid- 
ings—you know it. — Perhaps 'tis fome poor wretch 
who comes to me for charity — for relief—- he üiall'not 
go hence in forrow. [Ebcit Daniel. 

AMELIA. ^. 

A beggar !— and he is let. in at once ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Amelia ! Oh fpare me, my child ! 
^ Enter Francis, Herman in di/guife^ and Daniel. 

FRANCIS. 

Here is the man. Sir. — He fays he has terrible news 
ift you. — Can you bear to hear it, Sir ? 

OLD MOOR. 

I\now but one thing terrible to hear.— ^Speak it out, 
frien4.-— Give him fome wine there. 

HERMAN. 

(Jn a feigned voice.) Will your honour take no of- 
fence 
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fence at a poor man becaufe he brings 70U bad news i 
-^'tis agäinft his wilL I am a firanger in this cotiatry 
—but I know 70U ivell : yoii are ihd father bf Charles 
de Moor. 

OLD MOÖK. ' 

How know jou that ? 

HERMAK. 

I knew your fen ■ v 

AMftLIA. 

Is he alive ? — is he alivfe ?-— Do you km>w him ? — 
Whete is he ?— .whfcrc> where ? (running forivardi^ 

dLD MOOft« 

Do you know my fon ? 

B£tlMA.K* 

He ftudied at the uniTel^ty of Leipxick.-— Whithet 
he went from thence I know not. — He wandered all o- 
ver Grermany bare headed and* bare footed, as he told 
me himfelf, and begged his bi'ead from door to door !-^ 
About five months afterwards that terrible war broke 
out between the Poles and Turks — and being quite def* 
perate, he followed the Vi^orious army of King Mat- 
thias to the town of Pöfth.— Give me leave, faid he to 
the King, to die on tlie bed of heroes ! — I have no 
father now !— ^ 

oti> MOOlt. 

O do not look at me, Amelia ! 

He got a pair of colours— he followed Matthias in hi« 
vidories ; — he and I flept in th^ fame tent — often did 
he fpeak of his old father— of the days of his former 
happincfs — and of his blafted hojpes— till his eyes ran 0- 
ver at the thought !— — 

olD 
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OLD MOOR« 

(JBiding his headJ) Enough, eaough,«-^iio more I—*—«* 

Eight d^ys «fterwtrds, we hud a hot engagement.*— 
Tour fon behaved'like a gallant foldier« — He did pro- 
digies that dajTy-^as ^e whole armj witne&d ; — hn faw 
five regiments fucceffively relieved, and he kept his 
ground. A whole ihowcr of fire was poured in on e- 
very quarter**— Your foa kept hisgtoünd ;— aball fliat- 
tered his ri^t hand,;^lie feiaed the colouirft with the 
left, and ftill he kept hik ground«—— 

AKELIA. 

(In Pran/pdrt.') He kept his ground, father ! he kept 
his ^^^nd ! 

HERMAN» 

On the evening of the day of battle, I found him ly- 
iog on the field,-M>n that fam^ fpot.— With his left 
hand he was flopping the blood that flowed frpm a lar^ 
wound. He had buried his right hand in the earth.-r 
FeUoMr foldier, faid hei I am told that the General has 
falleh an hour ago. — ^He is fallen, faid I, s^ you-^ 
Well then ! faid he, — every brave foldier ought to fol- 
low his General.'^-He took his hand from the wound ; 
*^and in a few moments-^e breathed his laft-^ike a 
hero. 

FRANCIS. 

(PreUnding rage.) Curs*d be that tongue !*— May 
it be dumb for ever. — ^Wretch ! Are you come here, to 
be my father's executioner ?-^tö murder him ? — My fa- 
^er t Amelia ! My deat lather ! 

HERMAN. 

It Was the laft requeft of my dying friend. — Take 

this fword, faid he, in a fault«ring voice, — carry it to 

my 



V 

48 TH£ ROBBERS. 

my old father. — It is marked with the blood of his foif« 
•«»^Tell him, his malediäion was my doom ; — 'twas that 
which made me ruih on battle, and on death. — I die in 
defpair.-— The laft word he uttered was,— -^f»f/Mr. 

AMELIA. 

* 
{As if ßarting from a deep reverie*') The la(ft word 

was Amelia ! 

OLD MOOR. 

(With a dreadful fbriek^ and tearing his hair.) My 
malediftion was bis death ! He, died in defpair ! 

HERMAN. 

Here is the fword, — rand here a pidure that he took 
from his bpfom at the fame time.-— Methinks it is this 
lady's pidure. — ^This, faid he, my brother Francis will 
W hat more he would have faid, I know not. 

FRANCIS. 

(With aßonißment?) To me, that pifture ? To me ? 
Amelia to me ? 

AMELIA. 

(Coming up to Herman with fury J) Impoftor ! Vil- 
lain, bafe, hired, perfidious villain ! (Seizes him rudely. 'y 

HERMAN. 

Madam, I know nothing of it.— Look alt it yourfdf : 
-—See whether it is your pi£hire :•*— Perhaps you gave 
it him yourfelf. 

FRANCIS» 

By heavens ! Amelia, *tis your pifture J Yours, äs I 
live ! 

AMELIA. 

(Giving it back.) 'Tis nune !— O heaven and earth ! 

OLD MOOR. 

(With an agonizing cry.) Oh ! My malediftion Was 
his death ! He died in j^efpair ! 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS. 

tit thought of me in. the laft moment of cxiftencc : — 
Dfmel — Blefled fpirit^ — when the hand of death was 
on him!- — 

OLD MOOR* 

'Twas I that gave him my curfe ! he died by my 
han4 !— he died in defplir !— 

HERMAN* 

(Tt^itb reai emotion, and much agitated.') I cannot 

ftand it ! This fight of mifery unmans me ! My Lord, 

fareweL- (^^ßde to Francis.') Have you a heart? 

How could you do this i 

[Exit haftily. 

' AMELIA. 

{Rimning after him.) Stay, ftay ! what was his laft 
word? 

HERMAl^. 

{Coming back.) With his laft breath, he figh'd A- 
v^tViz I [Exit. 

AMELIA. 

Amelia! with his laft figh ! — No, thou art no im- 
joftor — it is true— alas, too true! He is dead I my 
Charles is dead! 

FRANCIS. 

What do I fee ? What is that upon the fword ? — 
written in blood — ^Amelia ! 

AMELIA« 

With his blood ? 

FRANCIS. 

Am I in a dream ? or is it really fo ? — Look at thefe 
charaäers— they are traced in blood : " Francis, do ndt 
'* abandon my Amelia /" See again — fee here, on the 
other fide, ^^ Amelia, all powerful death has freed you 

D ^*from 
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^^ from your vows /" Do you mark that ? With his dy- 
ing hand he traced it — he wrote it with his heart's blood 
— ^yes, on thö awful brink of eternity he wrote it ! 

AMELIA. 

Almighty God ! it is his hand. — Oh ! he never loved 
me ( [^Exit. 

FRAKCIS. 

Damnation! he has a heart of adamant I thus buffet« 
ted,and yet unbroken — all my art is loft upon him ! — ^^ 

OLD MOOR« 

O mifery ! My child, my daughter, do not abandon 
me ! (To Francis J) Wretch ! give me back my fon ! 

J-RANCIS. 

Who was it that gave him his malediäion ?— who 
was it that made him rufh on battle and on death P*— 
who drove him to defpair ? — Oh ! he was a charming 
youth ! a curfe upon his murderers ! 

OLD Moor. 

(Beating bis hreaß and forehead^ A curfe ! a cqrfe ! 
curfe on the father who murdered his own fon ! I am 
that curfed father I He loved me^ even in death ! To 
expiate my vengeance, he ruih'd on battle and on death! 
— Monfter that I am ! Oh monfier ! 

FRANCIS. 

{With malignant irony .^ He*s dead— what fignifies 
this idle lamentation. — 'Tis eafier to murder a man than 
to bring him to life agajn ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Wretch ! it was you who made me throw him off,— 
who forced that malediftion from my heart !— *Twas 
you !— you I— O give me back my fon ! 

FRANCIS. 
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FRANCIS« 

iloufe not my furj« — I abandop 70U in death ! 

OLD MOOR« 

Monfter ! inhuman monfier ! give me back inj fon ! 
(Äi? rifes-furioufly^ and endeavours tofeisae Trancu by the 
throat, who runs out.^ Ten thoufand curfcs on thy head! 
Thou haft robbM me of my only fon ! {Hefinhs down.^ 
Oh ! oh !-^to be in defpair — and not to die ! — They a- 
bandon me in death. — ^Ts ihy good angel fled?-' — ^Ifes ! 
every angel muft defert the murderer— the hoary mur- 
derer ! — Oh ! oh ! will none for pity hold this head-—* 
"win none releafe this fpirit^^ — no f6n ! no daughter ! no 
friend ! — Is there to be found not one kind— ^h ! de- 
fpair — and not to die ! (He faints.^ 

AMELIA. 

{Coming Jlowly in, fees him, and JhrieksS) Dead J 
quite dead ! (rußjcs out in defpair, TCbe fcene dofes^ 



SCENE, The For eßs of Bohemia. 

Razman enters from one fide oftheflage, and SpiegeU 
berg, with a hand of robbers, from the other. 

RAZMAK. 

Welcome, brother ! welcome, my brave fallow, to 
the forefls of Bohemia, {^hey embrace^ Where have 
you ranged, in lightning and in tetnpeft ? Whence come 
you now ? 

SFI£G£LB£RG. 

Hot from the fair of Leipzick at ]^fent.-«*-There was 
tare fport! — afk Schufterle. — He bid me congratulate 
you on your fafe return.-^He has joined Moor's great 
-troop on the road. {Sitting down on the ground*^ And 

D a how 
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how has It fared with you fince we left you ? How goed 
the trade ?— I could tell you of fuch feats, my boy, that 
you would forego your dinner to hear them« 

RAZMAK. 

I have no doubt on't. — We heard of you in all the 
newfpapers.-^But where the devil have you picked up 
all thefe fellows ? — ^Blood and thunder ! you've brought 
us a little army— you recruit like a hero ! 

SFIEGELBERG. 

Han't I ? — ay, and a fet of clever dogs too ! — ^Hang 
up your hat in the fun, and I'll lay you five pounds 'tis 
gone in the twinkling of an' eye, and the devil himfelf 
ihaa't tell where» 

RAZMAK. 

(^Laughing,') The Captain will make you welcome 
with thefe brave boys. — He has got fome fine fellows 
too«^ i 

SPIEGELBERG. . 

Pfhawl your Captain! — Put his men and mine ia 
comparifon ! — Bha ! 

RAZMAN. 

Well, well, yours may have good fingers — but I tell 
you our Captain's reputation has got him fome brave 
fellows I Men of honour ! / 

SPIEGELBERG. 

So much the worfe. 

Enter Grimm, running in. 

RAZMAN. 

What now ? Who's there ? Are there any travellers 
in the foteft ? 

GRII\^M. 

Quick I iQuick! Where arc the reft? Zounds! do 

you 
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you ftan4 chattering there?— Don't you know?— poor 
Roller 

RAZMAW. 

What now ? What of him ? 

GRIMM. 

I 

He's hang'd that's all, — he and four more. 

RA^tMAN. 

Roller ? What ?— When ?— Where did you hear it ? 

|G]EIIMM. 

We he^rd jiofhing of hina for three weeks.— »-He was 
all that time in jail, and we knew nothing of it :— He 
was three times put to the rack, to make him difcover 
his captain : — The brave fellow never fqueak'd.- — ^Yef- 
terday he got his fentence^— and this morning— he went 
off exprefs to the devil. ■ . j 

RAZMAN, 

Damnation ! Has thfi Captain heard of it ? 

GRIMM. 

He heard of it only yefterday : — He is foaming with 
rage : — You know he always thought highly of Roller; 
— and now that he underwent the rack — We got ropes 
and a ladder to try to get him out, — but it was all in 
vain. — Moor himfelf put on the drefs of a Capuchin, 
and got in to him. — He endeavoured to perfuade him to 
change clothes with him, — but Roller pofitively refufed. 
— And now the Captain has fworn an oath, that inade 
all our hairs ftand on end ! He vows he will Jight him 
fuch a funeral pile as never king had ;— he will burn 
Jhem alive.— The town itfelf, I fear, will go for it:_ 
He has long owed them a fpite for their intolerable bi- 
gotry : — And you know, when he fays, *' I'll do it," 'tia 
^s good as if we had done it already. , 

P 3 RAZMAN. 
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RAZMilN* 

Ah ! good God ! poor Roller ! 

SPIEG.2LBERG« 

f^ Memento moriJ*^ What care I ? (ßings.) 
The gallows, my boy, whene'er I pafs by, 

I cock my left eye, and I blink with the tother ; 
When I fee the poor rogue on't, fays I, my dear brother^ 
You may hang there for me. — Better you there than L 
To! de rol, tol de rpl. 

RAZMAN. 

(JSaßity rifingJ) Hark ! a fhot ! (^u4 great rtoi/e is 
heard of firing and bozzaing.^ 

SPIEGELBERG, 

Another f 

razmav. 

And another ! *Tis the Captain. (^ noi/e offinging 
hehind thefcenet.') 

The wittols of Nuremberg, theie are the men ! 
They ne'er hang a thief till they catch him I Da capo, 

RoUer^s mice is beard^ and Swtze%*St Halloa ! Hal- 
loa« 

RAZMAK. 

Roller, by heavens ! 'tis Roller ! 

SWITZER and ROLLER. 

(Still behind tbe Scene.^ Razman, Grimm, Spidgel- 
|}erg| Razman ! 

RA2ZMAN. 

Roller ! Tl^under and lightning ! Fire and furj ! 
(TJify run to meet tbem.) 

Enter Moor, as difmounti^g from bis borfe^ Roller, 
Swit^er, Schufterle, and tbe wbole band, all befpattered 
as from tbe road^^ 

MOOR. 

Liberty ! Liberty ! my boys ! Roller ir free— Take 

my 
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my horfe,— and dafh a bottle of wine over him !■ 
(^Hejtts down 6n the ground*^ 'Twas hot w^rk ! 

ra'zman. 
(To Roller.^ By the forge of Pluto ! you have had 
a refurrcoion from the whc^l ! 

SPIEGELBERG. 

Are you his ghoft ? or are you flefh and blood? 

^ ROLLER. 

(j^iV# breathlefs^ Flefli and blood, my b^y ! Where 
do you think I epme from ? 

CRIMM.' 

Who the devil knows ? — Aik the witch on whofe 
broomftick you rode.— Had n*t you recöiyed fentence ? > 

JROLLER. 

Ay truly, — and fomething more— ..I was at the foot 
of the gallows, man 1 Stay till I get my breath.— ^wit« 
zer will tell you.— Give me a glafs of brandy ! — ^Are 
you there, Maurice ?.^Comue back too ?— I thought to 
have met you fomewhere elfe.— Give me a glafa of 
brandy i I have not one bone flicking to another, -r that 
dsnnn'd rack ! The Captain ! Where's my Captain ? 

RAZMAN» 

Have patience, man, h^Mre'patience. — Come, tell us, — 
tell us,— How did you efcape? — ^^ow came you off? I am 
in a maze!— From the foot of the gallows, did. you fay? 

ROLLER. 

(Drinis off' a bumper ofbraniji) Ha I that fmacks j 
— 't has the right bite ^ — ^ftrait from tlie gallows, boy^ 
—You flare at me !— What, you don't believe it ?-^I 
was but three flops off from Abraham's bofom — No 
more. — -You would not have given a pinch of fnuff for 
aiy life. — 'Twas my Captain ; I thank my Captain for 
pay breath, my liberty, raj life ! 

. ' SWITZER, 
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SWITZER. 

Hah ! 'twas a trick worth the telling— It was hut 
yefterday we got notice hy our fpics that Roller lay 
fnug in pickle * ; and that unlefs the fky fell, or fome 
fuch accident, before morning,— -that's to-day, he would 
be gone the way of all flefli.— Come, faid the Captain ! 
Shall our friend go fwing, and we do nothing for him 
— Save him or not, I promife you, I'll light him fuch a 
pile ; as few have fcen the like !— He gave his ordcr^ to 
the band»— We fent a trufty fellow, who contrived to 
give Roller notice, by flipping a fcrap of paper into his 
fbup. ' 

ROLLER. 

X had no hopes of the thing fucceeding. 

SWITZER. 

We watched for the moment whea every thing was 
quiet^ — the fireets deferted, — every mortal gone to fee 
the fight, — horfe, foot, coaches, all pell-mell. — We heard 
even the noife at the gallows, and the pfalm-finging*— 
Now, faid the Captain, now's the time ! Set fire !— 
Our fellows darted like, a fliot through the whole town, 
— fet fire to it at once in three and thirty different pla- 
,ccs ;'^they threw burning matches on the powder ma- 
gazine, — into the churches and the ilore-ho^si-Pt. 
^Sdeath ! . It was fcarcely a quarter of an hour, — when a 
briik gale from the north-eaft, that certainly owed them 
a fpite, like us, gave us all the help we wiflied, and in 
a moment the whole was in a whirlwind of fire. — We 
ran up and down the flreets like furies, crying. Fire ! 
Fire ! in every quarter !-^Th en there was fuch a horrible 
noife and confufion.-^The great bells were fet a.ring^ 

• Germ, Liege tüchtig im faltz . 
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ing. — ^The powder magazine blew'up.— 'Twas as if hea- 
ven, earth, and hell had all gone together« 

ROLLER, . . 

Then my attendants began to look behind them.— 
'Twas like Sodom and Comorrah 5— the whole town in 
a blaze : — Sulphur, fmoke, arid fire : — All thje range of 
hills re-echoed with the explofions : — The terror was 
imiverfal :— Now was the time :— They had taken off 
my irons ; — fo very near was it ;-«- touch and go ; — off 
I went like an arrow ; — out of fight in a moment, while 
they flood petrified, like Lot's wife. — Luckily I had 
but a few paces to run to thb river.— I tore off my 
clothes, jump'd in, and fwam under water, till I thought 
^hey had loft fight of me.» — Our braVe Captain was on 
t'other fide, with horfes ready, and clothes for me.-^ 
And here, my boys, — here I am! Mopr, Moor,,n;iy 
brave fellow, — I w^ only you were in the fame fcrape, 
that I might help you out of it, 

RA2MAN. 

9poke like a brute ; — a beaft that ought to be hang'4 
— ^Egad it was a mafterly flroke ! 

ROLLER.- 

Ay fo it was. — ^Help at a pinch ! — ^A friend in need 
IS a friend indeed, fay I ;-r-but you can't judge of it.— 
No, — unlefs you had the rope about yqur neck, and 
were walking all alive to your grave. — Thqn thofc 
hellifli preparations;— and every foot you went, a flep 
nearer that curs'd machine, which met you fo full in 
view, — clear,— damnably illuminated by the rifing 
fan * ;— then the executioner and his men fneaking 
behind you, — and that infernal pfalm-finging. — founds, 
my ears are ringing with it yet 5 — and then the croak- 
ing 
* The executions in Germany are perf<yrmed at day»brcak» 
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ing of a whole legion of carrIon*crow9 that had beea 
feafting on the precious corraption of my predeceflbr, 
that hung there half-rotted away : — But above all, the 
helHfli joy that thofe rafcsds expreffed when they faw 
me coming.— Oh, I (hall never forget it.-— No, for all 
the treafures of Craefus, I would not undergo that a« 
gain. — ^Dying ! Zounds, 'tis no more . than cutting a 
caper : — *Tis what goes before that's the devil. 

SFI£G£LB£RG. 

And the powder-magazine was blown in the air ?-— 
that accounts for the itink of brimitone we fmelt far and 
near, as if the devil's wardrobe had beeh on fire« 

SWITZER. I 

Damnation ! If they made a holiday for the hanging 
of our poor comrade, why fhould n't we make a holiday 
for the burning of their town,— -when he was to efcape 
by.it.— Schuftcrle, can you tell how many were killed? 

SCHUFTERLE. 

Eighty-three, they fay ;— the fleeple crufh'd fixty of 
them to death. 

MOOR. 

{In a very ferious tone.') Roller, you were dearly 
bought. 

SCHUFTERLE. 

Pah ! pah ! what fignifies all that ? — Indeed, if they 
had been men— but they were babies in leading-firings, 
mere bantlings— or old Mother Shiptons, their nurfe$ 
—and perhaps ä few poor atomies that had not itrength 
to c^awl to their doors. — All that had any foul orfpirit 
in them were at the fliow.— 'Twas the mere fcum, the 
dregs, that ftaid at home. 

MOOR, 
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MOOR. 

Poor wretches ! the old, the decrepid, and the in- 
fknts ! 

SCHITFTERLE. 

Ay, devil burn 'em ! a few fick wretches too — wo- 
'^ men in labour, perhaps, or juft at the down-lying, — 
Ha ! ha ! in palling one of thofc little barracks, I heard 
fome fqualling— I peep'd in, and what do you think it 
was ? a child, a flout little rogue, that lay on the floor 
beneath a table, and the flames juÄ catching it ! — Poor 
little fellow, faid I, you are ftarving for cold there— 
^nd fo I chuckM him into the fire ! 

MOOR. 

Did you fo, Schufterle ? May that fire confume you, 
body and foul, to all eternity ! — ^Out of my fight, you 
monfter ! — ^never be feen in my troop again ! {JIhe 
band begin to murmur,'^ What ! you murmur, do ye ? 
w-Who dares to murmur, when I command ? — Out of 
my fight, I fay. Sir ! —There are others among you 
who are ripe for toy indignation.— Spiegelbfefg, Iknow 
you. — It won't be long e'er I call over the roll, and I'll 
imak^ fuch^ a mufter as ihall make you all tremble. 

[T^ey go out mucb agitated. 

MOOR. 

(^Ahne^ nvaUing backwards and forwards in great agi" 
taiion,^ Hear it not, Ö God of vengeance ! Am I to 
blame for this ? Art thou to blame, O Father of Hea- 
ven ! when the inftruments of thy wrath, the peftilcnce, 
flood, and famine, overwhelm at once the righteous and 
the guilty ? Who can command the flan\es to ftay their 
courfe, to deftroy only the noxious vermin, and fpare 
, the fertile field ? — Poor fool ! O ihame ! haft thou then 
prcfumptuoufly dared to wield Jove's thunder, and 

with 
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with thy almlefs arm to let the Titan 'fcape, while the 
poor pigmy fufiers. — ^Go, flave ! *tis not for thee to 
wield the fword of the Moft High ! Behold thy firft 

effay ! Here then I renounce the rafh defign — Whence! 

let me fecdc fome cavern of the earth to hide me — to 
hide my ihame from the eye of day ! [// going qutm 

Enter Roller, 

t 

ROLLER* 

Take care of yourfelf. Captain — the fpirits arc walk- 
ing — there are feveral troops of Bohemian horfemen 
patroling all aro\]nd'US — that helliih Bluefhanks mud 
have betrayed us. 

Enter Grimm. 

GRIMM. 

Captain, Captain, we are difcovered, tracked— -there's 
a circle drawn in the foreft, and fome thoufands fur- 
rounding us ! 

Enter Spiegelberg. 

SPIEGELBERG. 

O Lord ! O Lord ! O Loi:4 ! we are all taken — e- 
very man of us hang'd, drawn, and quarter'd ! — -Ten 
thoufand Hußars, Dragoons, and Jaghers, have got to 
the heights above us^ and block'd up all the pafies. 

[Moor exit.. 

Enter Switzer, Razman, Schufterle, and other robbers^ 
from every ßde of tbe ßage. 

SWITZER. 

Ha! h"Uve we unkennel'd them at laft ? Give you 
joy. Roller ! — It's long fince I have wilhM to have a 
fair tilting-bout with the regulars.-^ Where is the Cap. 
tain ? Is aU the band aflembled ? Have we amnaunition 
engugl^ ?. 

RAZMAN, 
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RAZMAN« 

Plenty of that— but. we're only eighty In alL^not one 
to twenty ! 

SWITZER. 

So much the better — thofe poor dogs are ihot at for 
fixpence— we fight for life and liberty— we'll pour 
down on them like the deluge — give them a volley like 
thunder ! — Where the devil is our Captain ? 

SPIEOELBERO. 

He deferts us at this extremity. — Is there no way 
left for an efcape ? 

SWITZER, 

Efcape ! coward, beaft ! may hell choke you for that 
word ! You gape there with your lanthom jaws, and 

when you heat a fliot Zounds, firrah ! fliow your 

fajce in the ranks, or you ihall be few'd alive in a fack, 
and thrown to the dogs ! 

RAZMAK. 

The Captain ! the Captain ! 

Enter Moor, with aßow pact* 

\, MOOR. 

(^Apart^ I have let them be completely furrounded 
—they muft fight like defperadoes. — —Well, my boys, 
we're tied to the flake — one choice — fight or die ! 

SWITZER. 

Ha ! We'll rijp them up alive ! Lead us on, Captain, 
we'll follow you to the gates of hell ! 

MOOR. 

Load all your muflccts. — Have you powder enough ? 

.: SWITZER. 

{Starting up) Powder enough ! ay, to blow the 
earth up to the moon ! 

RAZMAK. 
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RAZMAK. 

Each of us has üyc pair of piftols loaded, and threfe 
carabines. 

MOOR. 

Well done.— Some of you muft get upon the trees, 
and others conceal themfelves in the thickets, and fire 
upon them in ambuifa. 

SWITZEÄ. 

Spiegelberg, that will be your poft* 

MOOR. , 

The reft of us will fall like furies on their flanks* 

SWiTZER. 

I'll be one, by heavens ! 

MOOR. 

And every man too muft found his whiftle, and let 
fome gallop through the wood, that our numbers may 
appear the more terrible. We muft fet loofe all our 
dogs^ and fpirit them to flj^ at the ranks, and throw 
them into confufion, that they may run upon our fire* 
— We three. Roller, Switzer, and I, will fight where- 
ever the main force is. 

Enter a Commiflary. 

GRIMM. 

Ha ! here comes one of the blood-hounds of juftice ! 

SWITZER. 

Kill him on the fpot. — ^Don^t let him open his mouth I 

MOOR. 

Peace there ! I'll hear what he has to fay. 

COMMISSARY. 

With your leave, gentlemen.— I have in my per* 
fon the full authority of juftice ; and there are eight 
hundred foldiers here at hand^ who watch over ever}^ 
%air of my head. 

SWITZER. 



/ 
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SWITZER, 

A very perfuafive argument to flaj our flomachs« 

MOOR. 

^ Comrade^ be quiet! Speak, Sir, and be brief« — 
What are your, commands for us ? 

COMMISSARY. 

I come. Sir, by authority ofthat auguft magiflrate 
who decides upon life and death ;— -and I have one word 
for you,— i^and two for your band. 

MOOR« 

Speak it. {R^ßifig upon hisfword.) 

COMMISSARY« 

Abominable wretch .'—Are not thofe curfed hands 
imbrued in the noble blood of a Count of the empire ? 
•—Haft thou not, with facrilegious arm, broke open tb^ 
fanäuary of the Lord, and impioufly carried off the fa- 
cred vefiels ? Haft thou not fet fire to our moft upright 
and fandified city, and blown up our powder-magazine 
over the heads of many pious Chriftians ? (^Clafping ht0 
hands.) Abomination of abominations ! The horrible 
favour of thy fins has afcended to Heaven, and ^wiil 
bring on the day of judgement before its time, to pu« 
nifh fuch a wicked-^daipn'd — ^infernal monfter ! *^ *m 

MOOR. 

A mafierly oration, upon my word! — ^but now to the 
point in hand-— What did the moft auguft magifirate 
pleafe to inform me of by your mouth ? . 

COMMISSARY. 

What you never will be worthy to receive. — ^Look 
around you, you horrible incendiary,-— as far aa your 
eye caii reach, you are furrounded by our horfemen.—- 
No efcape for you — ^You may as foon expeft thefe 
jftunted oak,s and pines to bear peaches and cherries. 

MOOR« 
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MOOR. 

Hear you that, Switzcr ? Roller ?— -But go on^ Sfir# 

COMMISSARY. 

Hear then how merciful, how long-fuffcring is Juftice 
to the wicked. — If this very moment you lay dowa 
your arms, and humbly entreat for mercy and a miti- 
gation of your punifliment, then Juftice will be like an 
indulgent mother — fhe will Ihut her eyes on one half 
of your horrible crimes — and only condemn you-^think 
well of it — to be broken alive upon the wheel 1 

SWITZER* 

Captain, fliall I cut his throat ? 

i. ' . ' ROLLER« 

Hell,. fire,, and fur^ I Captain!— How he bites hi» 
lip !' Shall J cut down this fellow like a cabbage ? 

M o o R» \ . 
; Don't touch him— let none ©f you date tp. Jay jt 
finger on. him* — Hearkee, Sir! (To the Commiffary^ 
with ä folemn tone.^ There are here feventy-niae. of 
us, and 1, their, Cajxtain. — rNpt.a man of us. hag.be^n 
taught to ^rot at a figoal, or. dance to the ipufic of ar- 
tillery 5 and on yout fide there are eight hundreid dif- 
ciplined troops, ftaunch and experienced yeteraAS .. — ^No^v, 
hear me. Sir ! hear what Moor fays, the Captain of 
thefe incendiaries, — It is true I have aflaffinated a Count 
^ihe empire. — ^It is true I have bjjrut and plundered 
the church of the Dominicans. -^It is true I have fet 
firq to your bigotted town, and blown up your powder- 
magazine. — But I have done more than ;all thgt,— 
(«opk here, {lj(>lding out bis right hand^^ look at^jtJ^CiiCs. 
Spur fings of value. — This ruby I df ew from t^;ie fijjg er 
of a minifter whom I cut down at the chace, at his 
prince's feet. H^ had built his fortune on the miferies 

of 
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of his fellow-Greatures, and his elevation was marked 
by the tears of the fatherlefs and the widow.— ^This 
diamond I took from a treafurer-general^ who ihade a 
traffic of offices of truft, and fold honours, the rewards 
of merit, to the higheft bidder. — This cornelian I weat 
in honour of a prieil whom I ftrangled i^ith my own 
hand, for his moft pious and paffionate lanientation over 
thSfall of the Inquifition. — I could expatiate at large^ 
Sir, on the hiftory of thefe rings, if I did not repent al- 
ready that t have wafted words on a man ünwotthy to 
hear me. 

COMMISSARY. 

Is there fo much pride in a vile feloü r 

MOOR. 

Stop, Sir. — I fhall now talk with fönle ^ride to yött ! 
—Go, tell your moft auguft magiftrate — he that throws 
the dice on life and death — ^tell him, I am none of thofe 
banditti who are in compaä with deep, and with the 
midnight hour — ^I fcale no walls in the dark, and force 
no bolts to plunder.— What I have done ftiall be en^ 
graven in that book where all the adions of mankind 
are recorded— in heaven's eternal regtftcr : —But with 
you poor minifters of earthly juftice, I hold no further 
communing« — Tell your mafter, that my trade is the 
iex talionis; Like for like : — Venge«nce is my trade ! 
(lie turns his back upon him with contempt.^ 

COMMISSARY. 

Do you refafe then to hearken to the voice of mef * 
cy ? — If that is the cafe, I have done with you. (^Turns 
to the hand.') Hear, you fellows, — heai* the mouth of 
juftice ! — It you immediately deliver up to dae this con- 
demnedmalefaftor, you fliall have a full pardon — even the 
Ttmembrance of your crimes fliall be blotted out«— our 

E holy 
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holy mother Church will open her bofom to receive 
yo^, like the ftrayed ftieep of the' flock— you fliall be 
•purified in the waters of regeneration, the road of fal- 
vation fhall be open to you, and every one of you fliall 
get — pofta and places ! — Here— read with your own 
^yes—here is a general pardon — ^figned and fealed— 
(-Si? gives Switzer a paper with an air of triumph ^^^ 
Well, how does your honour like that ? — ^Come, cou* 
rage ! bind your leader hand and foot — and be free men \ 

MOOR. 

Do you hear that, my friends ?— hear you that ? 
Why ftand you thus in amaze ? — What flops you ? 
How can you hefitate ? — You are already prifoners, 
and you have an offer of your liberty —You arc already 
under fentence of death, and you have an oflfer of your 
lives— You are promiled honours, places, and emolu- 
ments — and what can you gain, even if you conquer, 
but execration, infamy, and perfecution-^You haVe the 
grace of heaven offer'd to you, and at prefent you arc 
in a ftate of reprobation — ^Not a hair of your heads but 
müft blaze in everlafting flames ! — ^How now, ftill ia 
doubt? Is it fo difficult to make a choice betweeft hea- 
ven and hell ? — Help me to perfuade them, Mr Com« 
miflary. ' 

COMMISSARY, 

What can be that devil's name that fpeaks out of his 
mouth ? — ^he makes me all quiver. 

Moor. ^ 
What ! have you no anfwer ? Do you hope to gain your 
liberty by your fwords ? Look around you — ^look well, 
my friends -y^'tis impoflible to think fo— 'twere to think 
like children, if you did. — Perhaps you flatter yourfelf 
with an honourable death, that you'll fight like men, 

and 
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and die like heroes— You think fo, becaufc you have 
feen Moor exult in a fcene of carnage and of horror— 
O, never dream it— there's none of you a Moor^^yq^ 
are a fet of miferaUe thieves — ^poor inftrumenits of my 
great defigns — defpicable as the rope in theh^ndßof the 
hangman !«^No^ no — a thief cannot die liktf a her<>— ^ 
thief may be allowed to qusdse at the fight of death. — 
Hark, how thofe trunipets echo through the fbreft ! See 
there, how their fabres gleam ! What! ftill irrefolute ? 
Are you mad ? — Do you thiid^ I thank you fot my 
life? Not at all— I difdain the facrifice you are making! 
{X^e found cf /warlike inßruments is heard.) 

. " ^ GOMMISSÄRT. 

{In qflonißment.) This is beyond beU^f^-aeyer law 
any thing like it^^I muft make off !— • 

MOOR. 

You are afraid, perhaps, that I put myfelf to death, 
and that, as the bargain is to deliver me alive, that may 
break it. — ^No, my friends, that you have no rcafon to ^ 
fear. — See, there is my dagger, my piftols, and, what 
I have always carried with me, — my poifon! — (Jfhrows 
them away.) What ! not determin'd yet? — But per- 
haps, you think I fhall ftruggle when you feize me.— 
Look here— I tie my right hand to this branch of an 
oak !— Now I am quite defencelcfs— a child might take 
me.— .Now come on ! who will be the firft to betray his 
Captain ? 

ROLLER. 

{With a frantic gejure.) Ay, if all hell fliould o- 
pen ! Who is the fcoundrel that will betray his Cap- 
tain * ? 

E 2 .SWITZER. 

* Germ. f¥er hund kein iß rette den Hauptman. He who is not 
a dog, let him fave his Captain. 
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SWITZER. 

{ftßän the paräon in pieces^ and throws it in th^ Cotit^ 
miffary^sface.) There ! Our pardon is at the mouth 
of our mufket8«>— Tell your magiftrate, that jou hare 
not found one traitor in all our companj. -»Huzza ! 
Save the Captain ! Huzza ! Save the Captain ! 

Save the Captain t Save him \ Save our noble Cap- 
tain! 

mooit. 

(Üntvjtßing bis hand from the tree, and in a tranfport 
of joy.) Now my brave lads — ^Now we are free iib- 
deed«— I have a whole hoft in this fingle arm« — Death, 
or liberty ! We fhall not leave a man of them alive ! 
{They found the charge with great noife^and exeunt fwori 
in hand.) 
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ACT IIL 



SCENE, A GARDEN. 



AM£LIA| ^tting in a penfive attitude. Ent^ FiUNGls^ 
both of then in deep mourning. 



FRAKCIS« 

"ryHAT, fliU here, my little obftlnate cnthufiaft? 
You ftole away, from our entertainment.— My 
guefls were in charming fpirits, but you difturb'd all 
our mirth. 

AMELIA. 

Shame on fuch mirth ! When your father's funeral 
dirge is yet founding in your ears. 

FRANCIS. 

What, ftill forrowing ? Will thofe pretty eyes never 
be dry ? — Come, Ut the dead fleep in their graves,— 
and be the joy of the living. — I am juft come ■ 

AMXLIAf 

And when do you depart ? 

FRAKGI?« 

Fy now! Why that haughty, that fevere counte- 
nance ? Tpu diftrefs me much, Amelia.— I come to iap 
form yon 

AMELIA. 

What I know already,— tliat Francis de Moor is now 
the Lord and mafler.— 

^ FRANCIS. 

Prccifely fo.— It was upon that fubjeft I wanted to 

E 3 talk 
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talk with you. — Maximilian de Moor is gone to fleep 
with his fathers. — I am now the lord of thefe äomains, 
and all that they contain. — ^Pardon me, Amelia : I wifh 
to be the lord of ail. — You know that you were pro- 
perly a part of our family— You know, my father re^ 
garded you as his own child: — You have not forgot him, 
Amelia ; — You never will forget him. 

AMELIA. 

Never, Sir! — ^Never! — ^No banquet, no mirth and re- 
velry, fliall banifli his idea from my mind. 

FRANCIS. 

Pious affeAion ! But what you owed to the father, 
the fons fare now may claim;-— and Charles being dead^ 
.—Ha ! You are furprifed ! overwhelmed ! are you not ? 
Ay truly, fo flattering a thought, a profpeft fo bril- 
liant, and that fo fuddenly prefented to your mind, was 
too nmch even for woman's pride— That Francis de 
Moor fliould fpurn the proud ambition of the nobleft 
families, and offer at the feet of a poor orphan, deftitute 
and helplefs, his heart, his hand» his wealth, thefe caf- 
tles and domains ! — He, whom all envy, all fear, decl^^re 
^imfelf Amelia's voluntary flave ! ■ 

AMELIA. 

Why does the thunder fleep? nor cleave that impious 
tongue ? — Curs'd wretch ! my Charles's murderer ! and 
thou hopeft to be the hufl>and of Amelia ? Thou ! 

FRANCIS. 

Lefs heat, mj Princefs ! — Not quite fo high a tone ! 
— Think not you haVe a lover who will bow at a dif- 
tance, and figh, and coo, and woo you like ^ Celadon.— 
No ; Francis de Moor has not learnt, like the Arcadian 
(waius, to breathe his amorous plaints to the caves, and 

yocks^ 
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rocksy and echoes— He fpeaks ;— and when he is not 
änfwered— he commands. — 

AMELIA. 

Worm ! Reptile ! Thou command !— Command me ? 
And if I laugh to fcom joiir commands^ what then ? 

FRANCIS. 

A cloifter, and imprifonment. — I know how to tam^^ 
to break that proud fpirit. 

AMELIA. 

Ha ! excellent !— Welcome the cloifter and imprifon- 
menty that hides me from the glances of that bafililk.— 
Therp I fliall be free to think of Charles, to dwell on 
that dear image. — Away, away ! hafte to that bleft a- 
bode ! 

FRANCIS. 

Is it fo then ? — ^Thanks for that inftruftion. — Now I 
have learnt the art to gall you.— This head, armed like 
another fury with her fiiakes, fhall fright your Charles 
from your heart. — The horrible Francis fliall lurk be- 
.hind the pi£ture of your lover, like the hound of hell. 
— I will drag you by thofe locks to the altar, and, with 
my dagger, force from your quivering heart the nuptial 
oath. 

AMELIA. 

(^Strikes him,') Take this love-token firft» 

FRANCIS. 

Hah ! tenfold, and twice tenfold, fliall be my venge- 
ance. My wife ! No; — that honour you never fliall 
enjoy. — You fliall be my wench, my paramour. — The 
honeft peafant's wife fliall point at you, — fliall hoot you 
in the ftrcets. — Ay, grind your teeth !— and fcatter fire 
and murder from thofe eyes.— A woman's fury is my 
Joy, my paftime ;n^is mj heart's delight to fee her 

thus 
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thus !— Thefe firiiggles fliall enhance my triumph.—^ 
How fwect 13 enjoynaent when thus forced, thus raviflw 
ed. — Come to the altar^ this infiant come. (J^Mdeavours 
to force her.') . 

AMELIA. 

{^throwing herfelf about his neciJ) Pardon ipq, Fran- 
cis. (When going to take her in his nrms^Jhe draws out 
his fword^ andßeps bach a few paces.) See^ft thou now^ 
villain, what I can 4o ? — I am a woman,— -^but a woman^ 

when in fjiry ^Dare to come near me, — and this 

ileel, my uncle's hand fhall guide it to thy heart. — Vly 
jne this inßant J {She purfues him out with thefwordn^^ 
Ah ! Now I am at eafe ! I can breathe again.—- 1 feic 
a tyger's rage, — ^the mettled co^rfer's ßrength— To a 
cloifter, did he fay ?— thanks for that bleQed thought ! 
]!iOve, forlorn and hopelefs love, finds there a kind re« 
treat J— Ttxe grave of buried lovp !— — [Exit. 
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SCENE, The hanks of the Danube. 

Tthe Robbers ßationed on a height, while their horfes 
ßre graßng on the declivity below ^ 

MOOR. 

I muft reft here. {He throws Jnmfelf on the grouiid^ 
My joints .are fliook afunder f — my tongue cleaves to 
roy mouth, — dry as a potflierd. — I would beg of fome 
of you to fetch me a little water in the hollow of your 
hand fro0) yonder brook, but you are all weary to. 
death. (While he is Jpeaiing, JSwitzer goes out unperm 
ceived, to fetch hitnjome water ^ 

GRIMM, 

Our wine«cantines are empty long ago.— How glori» 
eu>; how majefiic, yo&der fetting'um ! 

MOOR« 
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(^Lqfi in contemplation.) *Tis thus the hero falls j— • 
'tis thus he dies,— in godlike majefty I 

GRIMM. 

The fight afieäs you, Sir ! 

MOOR. 

When I was yet a boy,— a niere child, — it was my fa^ 
yourite thought, — vaj wifli to live like him ! (Points 
ing to the fun.') Like him to die. {ßuppr effing bis an^ 
gttiß.) 'Twas an idle thought^ a boy's conceit ! ■■ ■»' . 

GRIMM. 

Jt was ftf. • 

MOOR. 

(Pulling his hat over his eyes.) There was a time^ 
— Leave me, my friends — alone 

GRIMM. 

Moor ! Moor ! 'Sdeath ! How his cauntenancQ-cban« 

ges !;:— . 

Zounds !^ what is the matter with himP'^Is he ill? 

MOOR. 

There was a time, when I could not go to flcep, if J 
had forgot my prayers !— 

GRIMMt 

Have you loft your fenfes ? What ! yet a fchool-boy I 
-— *Twere fit indeed fuqh thoughts fbould v6x you \ 

MOOR. 

(Rejling his bead on Grimmas bo/om.) Brother! Br<N 

GRIMM. - 

Come, come — ^be not a child, I beg it of yoa-— 

MOOR. 

A child 1 Oh that I were a c&ild once mor^ I 

GRIMM, 
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GJUMH. 

Ff, fy I Clear up that cloud j brow I Look yonder, 
what a landikip ! what a lovely evening ! 

MOOR. 

Ay, my friend ! that fcene fo noble ! — this world fo 
beautiful ! 

GRIMM. 

Why^ that's talking like a man. 

M.OOR. 

This earth fa grand ! 

GRIMM. 

Wdl faid .»—That's what I like ! ; 

MOOR. 

And I fo hideous in this world of beauty — and I a 
monfter on this magnificent earth— the prodigal fon I 

GRIMM. 

(AffeBionately.^ Mopr ! Moor ! 

MOOR. 

My innocence ! O my innocence !— See how all na- 
ture expands at the fweet breath of fpring. — O God ! 
that this paradlfe-«— this heaven, ihould be a hell to me ! 
—When all is happinefs — all in the fweet fpirit of 
peace — the world one family — and its Father there a^ 
bove I — ^who is not my Father ! — I alone the outcaft — 
•the prodigal fon ! — Of all the children of his mercy, I 
alone rejected . (Starting back with horror.^ The com- 
panion of murderers — of viperous fiends— bound down, 
.enchained to guilt and horror ! 

RAZMAN. 

'Tis inconceivable ! I never faw him thus mov'd be- 
fore. 

MOOR* 

{Witl great emotion.^ Oh ! that I could return once 

more 
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more into the womb that bare me ! that I hung an in« 
fant on the breaft ! that I were born a beggar*— the 
meaneft hind — 3, peafant of the field ! I wcuild toil till 
the fweat of blood dropt from my brow, to purcbafe the 
luxury of one found fleep, the rapture of a fingle tear ! 

GRIMM. 

(^0 the refl^ Peace, O peace !— the paroxifm will 
foon be over. 

MOOR. 

There was a time when T could weep with eaTe. — O 
days of blifs .' — Manfion of my fathers ! O vales fo green, 
fo beautiful ! fcenes of my infant years, enjoy'd by fond 
enthufiafm * will you no more return ? no more exhale 
your fweets to cool this burning bofom ? — Oh never^ 
never (hall they return— no more refrelh this bofom 
with the breath of peace. They are gone ! gone for 
ever ! 

Eilt er S witzer, with water in his bat. 

SWITZER. 

Captain, here drink ! water frefli and cool as ice. — 

GRIMM. 

What is the matter, Switzer ?— you are bleeding.- 

SWITZER. 

Matter ? a mere joke — a trifling accident, that might 
have cod me only my neck and a couple of legs. — I was 
going trotting along a fteep bank of the river on the 
brow of yonder declivity — 'Tis all fand, you know — 
Plump, in a moment, down goes the bank under my 
feet, and I made a clever tumble of ten good Rhenifli 
yards at the leaft — there I lay for a while like a log, 
and when I came to my fenfes, I found myfclf fafe on 
^he gravel, and fine frefli water juft at my hand. — Poh ! 

not 
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not a bad caper, faid I, fince IVe got mj Captain a drini; 
by it! 

MOOR. 

(Gives bad the bat to Swit^er, and wipes htsyhcajy 
Whjy you're all fo befmeared, one can-t fee the cuts 
you got from the Bohemian dragoons.— Yonr water 
was very ^ood| Switzer« — Thefe cuts become 791I1 
man ! 

SWITZER* 

Poh J There's room enough for twenty more of *ena» 

MOOR, 

Ay, my boys— it was a hot day's work— -and onl^isne 
friend loft. — ^Poor Roller ! he had a glorious death ! If 
he had died in any caufe but ours, he'd had a marUc 
monument ! — ^Let this fuffice — ^this tear from a man's 
cheek ! (Jle wipes bis eyes,) Do you remember how 
many of our enemies were left dead on the field ? 

SWITZER. 

Sixty Hutiars — ^ninety three dragoons, and aboi^t for^ 
%j light horfe— in all, two hundred ! 

MOOR« 

* * 

Two hundred for one man ! — Every one of you has 
his claims upon this head. (51? takes off bis bat.) Here 
I lift this poinard^fo may my foul find life or death e- 
ternal, as I keep faith with you ! 

SWITZER. 

Don't fwear ! you don't know, if good fortune jhould 
once more fmile ttpon jou, but repentance . 

MOOR. 

No ! by the ghoft of Roller ! I ne^er will forfeke 
you ! 

Enter 
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Enter Kozinfkl. 

KOZIKSKI* 

They told me I ihould find him fomewhere herea- 
bout. — Ha! halloa! — What faces are thefe ?— Should 
they he — if thefe were the men — ^yes, they are — I'll 
fpeak to them. 

' GRIMM. 

Have a care ! Who goes there ? 

KOZIKSKI. 

Gentlemen, eitcufe me— -I don't know if I am right 
Cr not. 

MOOR.^ 

Suppofe right. — Whom do you take us for ? 

KOZIKSKI. 

For men 1 

SWITZER. 

Have we fliown ourfelves to he fo, Captain ? 

K0ZIN8KI. 

I feek for men who can look death in the face— ^who 
ean play with danger as with a tamed fnake— who 
prize liberty above life and fame— >whofe names fpeak 
comfort to the opprefs'd, who can appal the bold, and 
make the tyrant ihudder ! 

SWITZER. 

(To the CaptainJ) I like this fellow.— Hear me, good 
friend ! you have found the men you want. ^ 

KOZINSKI. 

I think fo,— and hope I fliall be anon their fellow.— 
You can point me out the man I look for, — *tis your 
Captain, the great Count de Moor. 

SWITZER. 

{Gives him his hand cordially,) We are brothers, my 
boy! * 

/ MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Would you know this Captain ? 

KOZINSKI. 

Thou art he! — ^in thofe features— that . air. — ^Who 
could look at you, and not difcovcr it ? — (Looking ear- 
neßly at him for a long time*) It has been long my 
wifli to fee that man, whofe countenance fpoke terrors, 
— whofe eye could not be borne ; — 'twas he who fat on 
the ruins of Carthage. — Now my wiih is fatisfied ! 

SWITZER. 

A fine mettled fellow ! 

MOOR. 

And who fen t you to me ? 

KOZINSKI. 

Captain ! — ^Fate, the cruellcft fate ! — I have been 
fliipwreck'd on the ftdrmy ocean of the world.-«^I have 
feen my fondeft hopes evaporate in atr,^— and noo^lit re- 
main but the bitter recolledion of difappointment ;— a 
recolleäion that would drive me to madnefs, if I fought 

*not to drown it, in feeding this refUefs, this impetuoos 
"fpirit with new objefts of purfuit* 

MOOR. 

Here is another of heaven's outcaftsi— *C»o 0c* " ■- 

KOZINSKI. 

1 have been a foldier, and in that ftation unfortunate : 
-^I embarkM for the Indies ;— my veffel went to pie- 
ces in a ftorm 5— all my projefts failed : — 'At laft, I heard 
of the fame of your great exploits,^ aiTallinatiens, a& they 
term them ; — and I have made a journey of forty vcc&fy& in 
the firm refolution of offering you my fervices, if you 
deign to accept of them. — I intseat you; noble Captain, 
irefufe not my requcft» . 

SWIT2&£R» 
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SWIT2ER, 

{leaping viith joy.) Huzza boys ! Roller again, a 
thoufand times over ! A noble fellow for our troop ! 

MOOR. 

What is your name ? 

KOZINSKI. 

Kozinfki. 

MOOR. 

What ! Koziniki ? Let me tell you, you are a light- 
headed young fellow, and that you are ready to take 
the moft decifive Hep in life with no more coniideration 
than a thoughtlefs girl. Here there's no game at bowls, 
no tenni9^play, as you may perhaps imagine. 

KOZINSKI. 

I unddrftand you, Sir—But you miftake me. 'Tis 
true— I am but four^and-twenty— -but I have feen the 
clafliing of fwords, and heard the balls whiille before 
now. 

1\I00R. 

Have you fo, young maftcr ? And have you learn'd 
the ufe of arms for no other purpofe than to kill a poor 
traveller for a few dollars, or knock down women behind 
their backs ? Go, go, you have run, away from your 
nurfe, child, who has threatened to whip you. 

SWITZER. 

. What the devil, Captain I What do you mean ? 
Would you difmifs this Hercules, this glorious felloW, 
wbofe very look would fcare Julius Caefar into a coal- 
hole ? 

• • MOOR. 

And fo when your wrong-headed fchemes mifgave, 
you thought you would go feek for an aflaffin. — You 
would become an aflaffin yourfelf.— *Sdeath, young 

man. 
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mail. Do you know what dut word n^eans? Yoii 
ipaj perhaps fleep founds after besteading a fcwy<> yitx 
^— but to carrj a murder on jour ibul m - 

.KOZINSKI. 

Ill anfwer for all the murders that you fliall givd 
«ae in charge« 

MOOR» 

What ! are you fo cleyer, thfui— would yoatalseooe 
in by a cajoling fpeeoh ?— How know you whether I 
may n't have mj bad dreams — whether I iha'nt flincli 
when I come to my death-bed? — How many things 
have you done, for which you. thought you had td^ an» 
fwcr on account ? . . ^ 

KOZIKSKI«. 

. Why, truly not much, except thislaftjourney^toyou^ 
^y Noble, Count* 

/ MOOR. 

Has your tutor been amufing you with the hiftofy of 
Kobin Hood ?— -Such fenlefs fcoundtels ibould ' be ient 
to the galley?. — And thus you have heated your chad« 
iih imagination with the conceit of being a great xttm^ 
•—Do you thirft for fame ?. for honour ? Would ySu 
buy immortality by murders ? Mark me well, young 
man ! no laurel fprings for the afTajQin-^-no triumph 
waits the victories of the robberu-*but curfes, dan^ers^ 
death, difgrace I*-Seeft thou yon gibbet on the fide of 
the hUl ? 

SPl£6£;.B£RO. 
{Walking about in a huff.) What an afs ! blockhead; 
abominablf, ftupid afs ! Is that the way ? I would have 
let about it in another manner* 

KOZIKSKI. 

What fliall he fear, who does not feat death ? 

>f00&4 
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MOOR. 

Bravo ! well faid ! ytm have- been a clever youth at 
fchool — y^ have got your Seneca by heart tnoft per- 
feftly. — ^But, my good friend, with thofe fine fentences 
you win not lull to fleep the fufFerings of nature — they 
will avail you nought againft the (harp toot Hof an guifh. 
-^Think well, young man, (he takes him hy the hand,) 
think on the ftep yob are going to täkcr^I a'dvife you 
as a parent — found firffi the depth of the precipice, be- 
fore you dare to leap it.— If in this world you can yet 
"catch at a fingle glimpfe of joy — there may be moments 
.when you would awake— and then ^it might be too 
late. — Here thou withdraw'fl thyfelf at once from the 
circle of humanity. — Man thou muft be, or deviL-^ 
Once more then, my fon, let me intreat— ifoncfparkof 
hope lurks in your bofom, fly /this dreadful afTociation. 
—You may deceive youxfelf, impofe on your own mind 
— and take perhaps for fire, for fpirit, what in the end 
is defpair.— Take my counfel— retreat— fly, while it 
-is yet time. ^' 

KOZINSKI. 

No ! never will I fly. — If you refufc my entreaty, 
. hear.atleaft the ftory of my misfortunes, — Yourfelf 

•wilkthea put a dagger: into my hand — ^you will.— rBut 
, fit down here a moment, and liften to me with atten^» 

tion. / 

MOOR* 

I'll hear you. 

KOZIKSKI* ' ' ^^ 

Know, then, I am a gentleman of Bohemia, — By the 
fudden death of my father, I became mafter of a con- 
fiderable eftate. — In the ncighbouihood — a patadife to 

F mc. 
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mc, thefe dwelt sm angel — a young ladj, beautiful be- 
yond exprcffion— and chafte as the light of heaven.— 
But why fpeak thus to you, who cannot comprehend 
me — You never loved ! you never were beloved ! 

SWITZER. 

Softly, foftly !— How our Captain reddens 1 

MOOR. « 

Have done ! — I'll hear you another time— to-morrow 
— another time — ^when I have feen blood !— 

KOZINSKI. 

Blood, blood ! — Only hear me. Sir ! your foul ihall 

be fatiated with blood. She was of plebeian birth, a 

German — ^but fuch her air and look as to difpel thofe 
mean prejudices.— «With fweet refer ve, and the moft 
amiable roodefly, fhe had accepted a ring from my 
hand, as a pledge of the fincerity of my vows, and the 
next day I was to have led my Amelia to the altar !— 
(Moor rißs up.) While in this ftatc of rapturous blifs, 
and in the midft of the preparations for our nuptials, I 
was called to court by an exprefs order.— I went— ^ 
They produced letters to me of the mod treafonable na- 
ture, which it was alledged I had written. — I bluihed 
at the bafe imputation.«— My fword was infiantly taken 
from me, and I was hurried to a dungeon, where for 
fome time my fenfes entirely fprfook me. 

SWITZER. 

And notwithftanding— 'Well, go on.— Ifee whatmuit 
follow *. 

KOZINSKI. 

Here I remained a tedious month, and knew not the 
extent of my misfortune. — I fuffered the moft extreme 

anxiety 
* Germ, Jcy^ rieche den braten Jcbon* I fmdl the roaft already- 
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anxiety for my Amelia^ to whom I knew that mj im- 

{>rifonmeDt would give the deepeft afflidion. — At Icagth 

I had a vifit from the firft ndniftcr, who was pleafed to 

congratulate mc on the full proof of my innocence, and, 

with many flattering compliments, he read me the 

warrant for my releafe^ and gave me back my fword. 

I flew in triumph to my country^^eat, to clafp my lov'd 

Amelia in my arms — ^She was gone — flie had been 

carried off in the middle of the night» and none could 

tell wherei--ljio creature had feen, or could give any 

account of her. — ^This was a thimderflroke-^1 flew to 

town — m'ade enquiry at court.— Every body's eyes 

were fixed upon: me — ^but none could give me the leaft 

intelligence.-^ At laft, through a grated window of th& 

palace, 1 difcavered my Amelia— fhe contrived to throw 

me a tetter . i 

Didn^tliayfo:? 

KOZIKSKI. 

Death and fire ! Thus Hood the cafe— 'l*was given 
her in cholice, cither to fee her lover die, or to. become 
the Prince's miftrefs. — She decided the conteil between 
love and honour, (^/miling)^ — ^by faving me I 

§WIT2£R* 

Well — what did you do then ? 

KOZIKSki* 

I remained fix'd to the fpot, as if I had been ftrudc 
with lightning. — Blood was my firft thought ! blood 
my laft ! — ^I foam'd at the mouth, like a tyger — ^feiz- 
ing a three-edged fword, I ran furioufly to the palace 
of the minifter' — ^he had been the infamous pander.^ — 
They had perceived me while in the ftreet j for, when 

Fa I got 
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I got in, I found all the apartments locked, — In anfwer 
to my eager enquiries^ I was told he was gone to wait 
on the Prince. — Thither I flew direäly — he was not to 
be found. — I return'd once more to hb houfe, forc*d 
open the door of his apartment, and there found the 
bafe wretch — but at the very moment five or fix of 
his domeilics befet me at once, and took my fword 
from me. 

SWIT2ER. 

(Stamps with his feet, ) And was nothing done to 
the wretch ? — no vengeance ? — 

KOZINSKr. 

I was immediately thrown in irons— brought to trial 
— condemn'd — and mark me now— by a Angular exer- 
tion of lenity — banifli'd as a malefaftor from the Prince's 
dominions for ever — my whole fortune confifcated to 
the minifler. — Amelia, poor Amelia, remains as a 
lamb within the tyger's grafp, — and I mull bend fub- 
miffive to the yoke ofdefpotifm. 

SWITZER. 

(ßifes, and ivhets his /word.') Captain ! this is 
fomething to work upon — this muft fet us ago- 
mg * 



MOOR. 

(Who had been walking about in great agitation^ ßops 
all at onceJ) I mufl fee her — come along^— rife there. 
— Kozinfei, thou remain'ft with us.— Quick — ^prepare to 
fet out this moment ! 

THE ROBBERS. 

Where ? —What now ?— — 

MOOR^ 
* Germ. Das iß wafer ans tmfere muhie. This is water to our 
mills. 
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MOOR. 

Where ! — ^Who is it that aiks where ? (To Swttzer.') 
"Traitor, I know jou want to keep me back. — But, by 
the hope of heaven ! if » 

SWITZER. 

Traitor ! I a traitor ? — Lead on to hell, and I'll fol- 
low you ! 

MOOR. 

{Falls on his neck.) Yes, brother ! I know you 
will. — She fuSers in anguifli and defpair — that is e- 
nough.— Come,'my brave boys ! — Courage. To Fran- 
«conia we go ! — there we muft be within eight days. 

{Exeunt, 



END OF ACT THIRD. 
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A C T IV. 

S C E N E, ^ Gallery in the Caßle of Mow. 

Charlcs iD£ Moor in difgHfe^ under the nameof^oxnrr 
DE Braund^ and Amelia looking at a piSiure in the 
apartment^T^the habit of a nun lying on the table. 



MOOR, 

(Jf^ith emqtionjy He wsis a moft excellent qian ! 

AMELIA. 

You appear, Sir, to take a great intereft in that pic- 
tuxc. 

MOOR. 

(Still looking earneßly at the piBure^ A moft ex- 
cellent —a moft worthj man ! — And is he now no i^ore? 

AMELIA. 

No more.-»-Thus everj joy of life muft vaniib« 
i^akes his hand affeBionately.) Count! Allfublunarj 
blifs is vain ! 

MOOR. ^> 

*Tis even fo ! moft true ! Can you have -^jved 
that truth already ? — ^you, who fcarcely yet have feen 
youy twentieth year ? *^. 

AMELIA. 

Yes, I have proved it ! — We are called into life, only 

to die in forrow. — ^Wc gain a little, that we may lofe 

it with tears ;— we engage our hearts-- only that thofe 

I^earts may break !— « 

Moqii, 



J 
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MOOR. 

What ! have you already loft fo much ? 

AMELIA. 

Nothing f — all ! — nothing ! 

MOOR. 

• And would you learn forgetfulnefs In that hoLj garb 
that lies there ? 

AMELIA. 

To-morrow I hope to do fo> . Shall we continue 
our walk, Sir ? 

MOOR. 

So foon ? Whofe pidlure is that on the right hand ? 
He has, methinks, a countenance that befpeaks misfor* 
tune. ^ ■. 

AMELIA« 

The pidture on the left is the Count's fon— he who 
is now mafter here. 

MOOR. 

His only fon ? 

AMELIA. 

Come, come away 

MOOR. 

But whofe is that picture on the right hand ? 

AMELIA. 

Won*t you walk into the garden ? Come — 

MOOR. 

But that pidure on the right hzud^-^You are in tears, 
Ain4ia? 

(^Amelia goes out with prtcipitation») 

Moor alone^ 

She loves me! loves me fHlL!—rHer tears betray her! 

Yes, fhe loves me !> Oh heavens^! Is that the 

couch on which we fg oft have f^t-^-^where I have hung 

io 
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in rapture on her neck ? Arc thefc mj father's halls ? - 
— O days of blifs for ever pad ! — ^for ever ! Ah 1 How 
the dear remembrance of thofe days fhoots through my 
foul, like the firft burft of fpring ! — O wretch I here 
ihould have been thy happy refidence — here {houldfl 
thou have pafs'd thy days-^honoured, refpefted, loved 
— here fhouldft thou have feen the years of thy blefl 
infancy revive in the bjooming ofispring of thy Amelia 
—here received the willing homage of thy happy de- 
pendants. — ^No more ! — I muft return — return to mi- 
fery ! — ^Farewef, dear iQanfion ! my father's houfe ! — 
fcenes that have feen me in my years of childhood^ when 
my free bofom beat with rapture — ^that have feen ro^ 
this day miferable — ^indefpair ! {Walks towards the door,- 
and then fuddenlyßops.) 3halll neyer behold her more? — 
not for a laft adieu ! — ^no more kifs thofe dear lips I— 
Yes, I will fee her once more— once more enfold her in 
my arms — ^were I to die for it. — I muft have one greedy 
draught of the poifon of delight— and then I go as far as 
ocean — and defpair fliaU bear m^ ! \Exit» 




SCENE, A Chamber in the Cqfile. 

FRANCIS DE MOOR. 

{In a deep reverie.^ Begone; thou horrible image ! 
Itiegone I — What a coward I am I — What art thou afriid 
of? — Whom ?— Does not this Count, this flranger, fcem 
a fpy of hell, to dog me at the heels ? — ^Metliinks 
I ihould know him.-^There is fomething great — 
fomethingy inethinks, that I have feen before — in 
thofe wild and fun-burnt features: — Something that 
^akes me tremble ! {He walks alout for fome time, 

and 
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find then rings the bel^J) Who's there ? F rancis^ 
take care ! — ^fomething lurks there for thy perdition ! 

Enter Daniel. 

DANIEL, 

What are your commands^ Sir ? 

FRAN«: is; 

(JLooking ßedfafily at him for a confiderahle iime,'^ 
Nothing.-^Begonc ! Fill me fome wine there — ^but 
quicfk. \_Exit Daniel. 

FRANCIS. 

. No matter — the rafeal will confefs all, if I put him 
to the torture. — ^I'U penetrate him with a look fo dread» 
fuly that his confcience (hall betray him. (Hejiops be^ 
fore a portrait of Charles^ and examines it,^ That long 
crane's neck ! — thbfe dark^ lowering eye-brows ! — that 
eye that (hoots fire ! (Shuddering.) • AU-blafting hell ! 
is it thy prefentiment ?-r-'Tis he ! it muft be Charles 
himfelf! 

Enter Daniel, with a cup of wine. 
Put it down there. — Look at me — fledfaftly ! — ^What, 
your knees are fhaking ! — you tremble ! confefs, Sir!— 
What have you done ? 

DANIEL. 

Nothing— as I hope for mercy ! 

FRANCIS. 

Drink that wine off. — What, — do you hefitate ? Speak! 
— quick ! — What have you put in that wine ? , 

DANIEL» 

So help me, God ! — ^nothing ! 

FRANCIS. 

You have put poifon in the wine I — Are you not as 
pale as aihes I — Confefs, wretch, confefs ! — ^Who gave 

it 
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it you ? — Was it not the Count — the Count wha gare 
it you ? 

DANIEL. 

The Count ! Almighty God ! the Count has gircn 
me nothing ! 

FRANCIS. 

(Tiii«^ bold ofbim.') I'll gripe you black in the face^ 
liar ! old hoary traitor ! Nothing ? — Why then were you 
fo often together ? — ^you and he — and Amelia ?— What 
were you whifpcring of ? — Have I not feen her bold, 
her fhamelefs glances at him ? ibe ivho aifeded fuch a 
modeft air!— rDid I not obferve her, when- by ftealth 
flie.dropp'd a tear into his wine-* and how he fwallow«* 
cd it with fuch avidity ! — I perceived it— in the glafs \ 
faw it— with thefe eyes I faw it.. 

DANIEL. 

God knows! I know not a fingle fyllable of all that, 

FRANCIS. 

Will you deny it ? — give me the lie to my fiace ? 
What plots, what machinations, have you dcvifed to 
get rid of me ? — ^To fmother ibe in my fleep ? to cut 
my throat?— to poifon me in my drink- drug my 
meals ? Confefs it, wretch !— cbnfefs it this inftant ! — 
I know it all. — ^ 

DANIEL. 

As the living God fhall fave me— nothing have I faid 
but the truth ! 

FRANCIS. 

Well ! This onpe I forgive you.— But I know he has 
given you money. — Did not he fqueeze your hand ? — 
Yej, harder than ufual— like an old acquaintance?—— 

DANIEL. 

Never, indeed, Sir ! 

FRANCIt» 
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For exatoplc— did n't he fay that he knew you well 
—that perhaps you might know him-— that one day you 
might difcover.— How ? did n't. he (ay fomcthing of 
that kind? 

DANICL. 

Not ä word of it. Sir. 

FRANCIS. 

That he would be revenged ? — horribly revenged -? » 

9ANIEL. 

Not a fyllable ! 

FIANCIS. 

What! Not a fyllable ?--RecoHea yourfelf.^Have 
you forgot that he faid he knew your late mafter well 
— very particularly well— that he loved him much — 
loved him as a fon loveis a father P^^ 

DANIEL. 

I do remember— I think I heard him fay fomething 
of that kind« 

FRANCIS. 

{Alarm* dS) Did he fay it ?^^fay thofe words ?— did 
he fay he was my brother ?— ^ 

.DAKI£l4» 

No, he did not fay that.-*-Btit when Mifs Amelia was 
walking with him in the gallery— I was liftening at the 
door — he ftopp'd before my late mafter's piä:ure, aß if 
he had been thunderilruidkrrr^and Mifs Amelia pointed 
to the pifture, and faid He was an eKceliePt flasm. — 
Yes, faid he, *^ moft excellent ;" and he wiped his «yes 
when he faid it. 

FRAHCfis. 

^9 ! 4|uick ! CftU Sermaa hither ! . 

{ßsi4 P^ieL 
Tis 







9Z THE ROBBERS« 

Tis clear as day!— Tis Charles!— He will now 
come^ and imperioiiflj aik— Where is mj inheritance ? 
And is it for this that I have loft my fleep— moved 
heaven and earth for this ! ftlfled the cries of nature in 
mj breafl«-and now when the reward fhould come— 
this vagabond, this beggar, fteps between, and with his 
horrid hand tears all this fine-fpun web.— Softly — Tis 
but a ftep^an eafy one— a little murder !— None but a 
driveller would leave hb work imperfeä— or idly look 
on till time (hould finifli it.— — 

Enter Herman. 

FRANCIS. 

Ha ! Welcome, mj Eurypylus— my prompt, my ac- 
tive initrument ! 

HERMAN. 

(^Abruptly, and with rudenefs,') What did you want 
with me, Count ? 

FRANCIS.. 

That you fliould give the finifliing ftroke to your 
work— put the fcal to it 

• HERMAN. 

Really ? 

FRANCIS. 

Gire the piäure the laft touch, 

HERMAN. 

' Poh! 

FRANCIS« 

Shall I call the carriage ! we'll talk over that at our 
airing ? 

HERMAN. 

Lefs ceremony, Sir, if you pleafe— ^All the bufineCs 
that you and I have to fettle to-day, may be done with- 
in the four waUs of this apartment«— Meantime^ a word 

or 
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or two with jou by way of preface, which may per- 
haps fave your breath in our after-communing. 

FRANCIS. 

(Refervtdly.') Hm ! And what may thofe Words 
be? 

HERMAl/. 

(With a malignant tone of irony.) ** Thou fhalt have 
** Amelia, I fay — and from my hand." 

FRANCIS. 

(With qfioni/hment,) Herman ! 

HERMAN. 

(In the fame tone of irony ^ and turning his hack upon 
him.) " Amelia has loft every fupport, and is the play- 
thing of my will. — Then you may eafily guefs what 
follows — in fhort all goes to a wifli." (With an in- 
dignant laughj and then haughtily to Francis.) Now 
Count de Moor, what have you to fay to me ? 

FRANCIS. 

(Evafively.) To you ? nothing — I had fomething to 
fi^ to Herman. * 

HERMAN. 

A truce with fliuffling — Why was I fent for hither ? — 
Was it to be a fecond time your fool ? To hold the ladder 
for a thief to mount — to fell my foul, to catch a hang- 
man's fee ? What elfe did you want with me ? 

FRANCIS. 

Ha ! by the way, (as if recoUeSiing^ we muft not for- 
get the main point— Did not my valet de chambre men- 
tion it to you — I wanted to talk with you about the 
dowry ?— 

HERMAN. 

Sir, this is bantering — or worfe.— Moor, take care of 
yourfelf— beware how you kindle my fury. — Moor, 

we 
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we are here alone — my name is aC .flake iigainft yt)ai^ 
— Trufl not the devil, though yoa have raifcd him 
yourfelf. 

FRANCIS» 

{JffeBing a haughty air.) Is it thus, Sir, you fpeak 
to your mailer ? — Tremble, Have ! 

HERMAN. 

(Ironically.^ For fear of lofing your favour ? a migh- 
ty lofs— to one who is at war with himfelf. — Moor, I 
abhor you for a villain — don't make me laugh at you 
for a fool too — I can open tombs ! and raife the dead to 
life .'—-Which of us two is now the Have ? 

FRANCIS. 

(Smoothly,^ Come, my good friend, be politic — 
Ihow yourfelf a man of ÜEnfe-— don't be falfe toyour 
word, — r- 

HERMAN. 

To deteft a wretch like you is the beft policy — to 
keep faith with you would be an utter want of fenfe. — 
Fai^h with whom ? with the father of lies — ^the arch- 
impoftor !— Oh ! fuch faith makes me fhudder ! — Trea- 
fon is virtue here— and perfidy a (aintJike quality. — 
But flay a little — patience ! — vengeance is cunning. 

FRANCIS. 

Oh ! by the by— what a foc^ I was to forget I Did 
n't you lofe a purfe lately in this room ? a hundred 
louis was n*t it? Hah! I had almoft forgot that. — 
Here, my good friend, take what's your own. (Offers 
him a pttrfe.) 

HERMAN. 

(TChrows it from him with contetr^t.) Curfe on your 
Judas bribe — the earneft of damnation ! — You thought 
to make my poverty a pander to my confcience ! — But 

there 
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there you are foil'd. Sir, thrown out entirely. — Another 
purfe of gold you know of may help to maintain certain 
folks — to farnifh fuftenance for—^ — ' 

FRANCIS. 

(With a countenance exprejjive of fear ^ Herman, 
Herman ! don't make me think you ä traitor. — Were 
you to make any other ufe of that money than jou 
ought to do— you were the vileft of traitors. 

HERMAN. 

(^Triumphantly.) Ay truly ! fay you fo ? then know. 
Count Moor — T will enhance your ihame — double your 
xnefs of infamy — -I will prepare a banquet for you, 
where the whole world fhall be the guefts ! — You un- 
derfland me now. Sir — my moft revered, moll graciotis 
mailer ! 

FRANCIS. 

(^ite difconcerted.) Ha ! devil ! Curft impoflor ! 
(JStri\ing his forehead,) Beaft that I was, to flake my 
fortune on a fooPs caprice ! 'Twas brudfli ! 

HERMAN. 

Whew !— O *twas fhrewd*— 'twas cunning ! 

FRANCIS. 

(Biting his lip.') Mod true^ — and ever will be true 
— there is no thread fo feebly fpun, as that which 
weaves the bands of guilt ! 

HERMAN. 

Ha I what now ? are angels now degraded, and the 
devils turnM moralifis ? 

FRANCIS. 

(Starts off abruptly, and with a malignant fmile.) 
And certain folks will have much honour to be fure in 
their conduft. i ■ 

HERMAN. 



i 



■» 



■A 



96 THE ROBBERS. 

HERMAN- 

(^Clapping his hands.) Bravo ! inimitable — You play 
your part to admiration — You draw the^-poor fool into 
the fnare — then wo be on his head, if he attempts to 
efcape — O cunning fiend ! — And yet, {Clapping him on 
the ßoulder,) Sir Count ! You have not got your lef- 
foa yet quite perfcft. — By heavens, you mud firflknow 
how far the lofing gameftcr will venture. — Set fire to 
the powder-room, fays the pirate, and blow all to hell 
—both fnend and foe ! 

FRANCIS. 

(jGoes to take down a piftol from the wall,') Here's 
trcafon — deliberate — 

HERMAN. 
{Draws out a large pißol from his pockety and takes 
aim.) Don't give yourfelf fo much trouble — ^One's 
prcpar'd for all events with you. 

FRANCIS, 

{Lets fall his piftol^ and throws himf elf hack in a chair 
in great confujion.) Keep my fecret— at leaft till — I — 
colled my thoughts. 

HERMAN. 

Yes — till you have hired a dozen afltffins to feal my 
mouth for ever.— But heark'ee, {in his ear,y the fecret 
is contained in a certain paper— which my heirs will o* 
pen. ' lExit. 

FRANCIS. 

{Alone.) What was that, Francis ? Where was 
your courage ? Your prefence of mind, that us'd to be 
fo prompt ? — Betray'd by my own ^nftruments ! — The 
props of my good luck begin to totter — the mound 'k 
broken — and all will fpeedily give way to the enemy. 

—Now for a quick refolve^ — ^But how ? but what ? , 

If. 
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^f I dürft but do it — to come behind and ftab him !— 
Dürft ! a wounded man's a child —I'll do it. (Stalkf 
backwards and forwards^ and then flops as if hefitating 
from fear,) Who's that behind me ? {Rotting his eyes.) 
What figures are thefe — what founds — ^Nothing.— I 
think I have courage— courage ! yes — But if my flia- 
dow ftiould difcover me while I ft ruck him— or a glafs 
—or the whizzing of my arm. Ugh ! — How my hair 
briftles !— (-H? le'isfall a poniard from under his clothes,) 
-—No, I am no coward — »tender-hearted only— yes, that 
is it. — Thefe are virtue's ftruggles— I honour this feel- 
ing—To kill my brothci^ with my own hand ! No, that 
were monftrous I No, no, no : — Let me cheriih this 
\eftige of humanity— I will not murder — ^Nature, thou 
haft conquer'd— There's fomething here that feels like 
— tcndernefs — ^Yes, he fliall live. \^Exit» 



SCENE, A Garden. • 

Amelia aione, ftting in an arbour, where fever al covered 

walks arefeen to centre. 

AMELIA« 

'* You are in tears, Amelia 1" — Thefe were his words 
—and fpoken with that expreftlon«— -Oh it fummoned 
up. a thoufand dear remembrances-r-fcenes of paft de- 
light — as in my days of happinefs — my golden fpring 
Qf love'^^Hark ! — 'tis the nightingale ! O fuch was 
thy fong, fweet bird, in thofe bleft days — fo bloom'd 
the flowers— and then J lay enraptured on his neck. 
«-.Sure, if the fpirits of the dead hover around the li- 

G vi'igf 
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ving, this ftranger is the angel of my Charles.— -O falfe 
and faithlefs heart ! and doft thou feek thus artfully to 
veil thy perfidy ? — ^No, no — ^begone for ever from this 
breafl^ the weak, the impious wifli.— Here, in this heart» 
where Charles lies buried, ihall never human being fill 
his place. — ^And yet this ftranger, this unknown — 'tis 
wonderful my thoughts fiiould dwell thub ftrong, thus 
conftantly upon him — as 'twere my Charles's piftur^— 
his features feem to melt into the very image— of my 
only love ! *^ You are in tears, An^elia !" Ha ! let me 
flj ! — To-morrow I am a faint — (Rifes up.) A faint ! 
Poor heart ! O what a word was that ? — how fweet to 
this ear was once that word — but now — now— O heart, 
thou haft betrayed me. I believed thee vanquifti'd, and 
thought it fortitude— alas ! 'twas but defpair ! {Sbeßts 
down in the arbour^ and covers her face with her hands») 
Enter Herman yro/» one of the covered walks. 

HERMAN« 

(jTo himfelf) Now let the tempeft rage, though it 
fliould fink me to the bottom * ! {Sees Amelia^ Mifs 
Amelia, Mifs Amelia ! . 

AMELIA. 

Ha ! a fpy ! What feek you here ? 

HERMAN. 

I bring you news — fweet, pleafant — ^horrible news. 
—If you are difpofed to forgive, you fliall hear won- 
ders» 

AMELIA. 

I have nothing to forgive. — Let me be fpared your 

news. 

HERMAN. 

Do you not mourn a lover ? 

AMELIA. 

' Germ. Vnd folk er mir auch bh an die ^urgel fcbwelkn» 
Though it ihould fwell up to my throat. 
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AMELIA. 

(^Meafuring him with a long look.) Child of ill-luck, 
Ivhat right havejrou to aik that qufeftion? 

HERMAN. , 

The right of hate— of love 

AMELIA. 

Can there be love beneath a garb like that ? 

HERMAN 

Ay, even to make a man — a villain ! — Had you not 
an uncle who died lately ^ 

AMELIA. 

{With tendernefs.) A father ! 

HERMAN. 

They are alive ! {Exit with precipitation*') 

AMELIA. 

My Charles alive ! {Running out, half frantic, after 
iSerman, fse meets Charles de Moor, who is entering by 
one of the waits.) , 

MOOR. 

Whither do you run, my child-^thus wild, thu$ 
frantic ? 

AMELlk. 

Earth, fwallow me up ! That man ! 

MOOR. 

I came to bid you adieu. — But, oh heavens ! — to meet 
you thus ! 

AM£LIA. 

Go, Count ! Farcwel ! — Yet ftay — ^how happy had I 
been had you not come at this moment ! O had you ne- 
ver come ! 

MOOR. 

You had been happy then ? Farcwel for ever ! 

{Is going out.) 

G a * AMELIA. 
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AMELIA« 

Stay— for heaven's fake, ftay !— I meant not fo— Ö 
God, why did I not mean fo? — ^Tell me, Count — ^what 
have I done that makes mc-feem thus guilty to myfelf ? 

MOOR. 

Thofe words are death to me ! 

AMELIA. 

My heart was fo pure before my eyes beheld* you.— • 
But now — oh were they fliut for ever — they have cor- 
rupted, poifoned all my heart ! 

MOOR. 

On me, me only be the curfe:— thy eyes, thy heart, 
are guiltlefs, pure as angels 

AMELIA. 

There was his look ! quite him ! — O Count, I entreat 
— ^tum not on me thofe looks. — O fpare me ! fparc me 
thofe looks, that ftir rebellion in my breaft.— O traitor 
Fancy, that paint'ft him to my mind in every glance.— 
Begone, Sir — or take a crocodile's foul form, and you 
will pleafe me more • 

MOOR. 
(With a look exprejjtve of the mqfl pafflonate qffiBion,) 
Young woman, that is falfe ! 

AMELIA. 

(jTenderly.^ And if you fliould be faithlefs j if you 
fhould feek to ruin, to betray this weak, this woman's 
heart. — ^But how can falfehood dwell in eyes that look 
like his — that fcem his own refleäed ?— And yet, O 
better it were fo — and thou wert falfe, that I might hate 
thee ! And yet more wretched flill, ihould I not love 
thee ! (Moor prejfes her hand to his lips with ardour.) 
Thy kiflcs burn like fire. 

MOOR. 

't'is my foul that bqrns in them! 

AMELIA. 
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AMELIA. 

Go ! leave me— while it is not too late. — There is 
fortitude in a man's bofom.-r-Show that thou haft that 
Ilrength of mind, and fliare it with me ! 

MOOR. 

Can he fliow fortitude who fees thee tremble ?— No, 
here I fix me faft. (^Embraces her, and lays hit bead on 
hir bofom,) Here \ will die I 

AMELIA* 

{In great confufion.') A.vfzy ! leave me ! What have 
you done? Away with thofe lips. (She ßruggks with 
a faint endeavour,^ An impious fire bums in my 
veins, {^enderly^ and drowned in tears ^ And didft 
thou come from the uttermoft verge of earth to extin- 
guiih in this heart its holy flame— that love which had 
defied even death ? {She prejffes him defer to her bofom.) 
Crod forgive you, young man I 

MOOR. 

(In Amelia^s arms,') Oh, if to die-^to part the foul 
and body, be thus fweet — *tis heaven to die ! * 

AMELIA. 

(With rapturous tendernefs») There where thou art, 
has he been a thoufand times— and I, when thus I held 
him, forgot there was a heaven or earth. — Here his de- 
lighted eye rangM over Nature's beauties, and felt her 
power with rapture. Here with enthufiafm he faw, he 
owned the all-pervading energy of the univei:fal Parent 5 
and his noble countenance, illuminated with the great 
idea, acquired, methought, new beauty. — Here heard 
the nightingale his voice— more heavenly than her own 
—Here from this rofe-tree he pull'd. frefh rofes — foj 

G 3 me. 

* Germ. So iß ßerhen das meißerßuck des Uhens* To die i« the 
mafterpiccc of exigence. ^ 
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mc— 'Twas here, oh here, he held me to his heart — 
and prefs'd his huraing^lips to mine, (l^^bcy give way 
to their emotions without controul^ and mingle their kijfes.y 
O Charles ! now ftrike me dead ! My vows are broken ! 

MOOR. 

(^Vjearittg himfelfß'om her^ as if in frenzy^ Can this 
be hell that fnares me? {Gating on her^ — I am happy! 

AMEl^IA. 

^Perceiving the ring upon her finger.^ As% thou there, 
•—on that ^guilty hand? — Witnefs of my perjury — A- 
way with you ! (ßhe pulls the ring from her finger^ and 
gives it to Moor.) Take it, too dear feducer ! and 
with it what I bold moft facred — Oh, take my all — my 
Charles ! {She falls back upon the feat.) 

MOOR. 

{^urns pak.) O thou Moft High I Was this thy zU 
mighty will? It is the ring I gave her — pledge of our 
mutual faith.— —Hell, be the grave of love ! She gave 
me back my ring ! 

AMELIA. 

(Terrißed.) Heavens ! What is the matter — Your 
eyes roll wildly — and your lips are deadly pale I — Q 
wretch ! and is the pleafure of thy crime fo. fliort ? 

MOOR. 

{Commandinghimfelf) Nothing— 'tis nothing, ( ^hrow^ 
ing up his eyes to heaven.) I am ftill a man. (^He takes 
off his own ring^ and puts it on Amelia^ s finger.) Take 
this ! delightful fiend I And with it what I hold moft 
facred, take my all, my Emily ! 

AMELIA. 

{Starting up.) Your Emily ! 

MOOR.^ 

O flie was fo dear to my heart ! fo true, fo faithful 

t — eveja 
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m'^vtn as angels true. — ^When we parted, we exchan- 
ged our rings, and vowed eternal conftancj. — She heard 
that I was dead — believed ]t-*^and was conßant to the 
dead. — She heard i was alive— -and was faithlefs to the 
living»— I flew into her arms-^was happy as the bleft in 
paradife.-r-Think what a thunderftroke, Amelia /— rShe 
gave me back my ring — rfhe took her own. 

AMELIA. 

(^Looking on the ground with aßoni/bment») 'Tis 
dränge, naoft llrange \ mod horrible ! 

MOOiU 

Ay, ftrange and horrible !— Ay, mj good girl. Oh, 
much there is to know, much, much to learn, e'er this 
poor intelle£l can judge of his decrees, who fmiles at hu- 
man oa,ths, and we*eps at man's fond projeds.--0 but 
pay Emily is a luckle£^ maid, unfortunate 1 

AMELIA. 

Unfortunate ! Yes, fince Ihe rejefted you. 

MOOR. 

Unfortunate. — She kifs'd the man flic had betray'd. 

AMELIA. 

{With melancholy tenderjiefs.) O then flie is indeed 
unfortunate ! From my foul I pity her — ^O I could love 
her with a fifter's love.— But there is a better world 
^han this« 

MOOR. 

Yes, where all eyes arc opened ! and the phantom 
Love is view'd with fcorn on pity. — ^That world is called 
ExERNrry. — Ah but my Enaily was a lucklefs maid I O 
moil unfortunate 

AMELIA. 

Are all unfortunate and lucklefs whofe name is 
Emily ? 

MOOR. 



/ 



104 '^^^ ROBBERS« 

MOOK* 

Ycf , all — Yef , when they think they frets an angd 
to their hearty and grafp— a marderer ! — Unfortunate 
indeed^ mj Emily ! 

AMELIA. 

(With an txpreßon of dap aßißion.) O I mntt wc^p 
for her ! 

MOOR. 

(Tfliw/f her land, andjhewing her the ring.) Weep 
for thyfclf. 

AMELIA. 

(^Knowing the ring*) Charles I Charles ! O heaven 

and earth ! 

{She faint s^^^lhe Jcene chfes^ 



S C £ N £| ^ Foreflfeen ly Moonlight. — In one part of 

the Scene a Ruined Tower. 

7hi hand of Robbers ßeeping on the ground, Spiegelberg 
ond Razman come forward in difcourfc. 

RAZB&AN. 

Tlie night is far advanced— and the Captaiano^eoIne 

TCt% 

* 

SFIEGELBERG. 

Harkee, Raaman, I have a word for you in confi- 
dence. — Captain» did yoa fay? Vfho made him ocr 
Captain? or rather has he not nfurped that title, which 
hy right was mine ? What ! Is it for this we have fet 
our lives on the call of a die ?--Is it for this we have 
txpv^tVd ourfdves to fortane^s fpken^ — have fcomcd 

difgrac^ 
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difgrace and infamy ? — ^What ! to be the daftard bondf- 
men of a flave ? — We flaves, who fliould be princes !-— 
By heavens, Razman, I ne'er could brook it, 

RAZMAK« 

Nor T, by Jupiter ! But where's the remedy ? 

6FIEGELBERG. 

The remedy ? Are you one of thofe flaves, and äfk 
that queflion ? — Razman ! — If you are the man I al- 
ways took you for Look'ee, they have obferved his 

abfence — nay, they almoft give him up for loft. — Raz- 
man, methinks 1 hear his knell — What ! does not your 
heart bound at the thought ? the thought of liberty, my 
boy ! Do you want courage for the bufinefs ? 

RAZMAN. 

Ha, Satan ! how thou tempteft me ! 

SFIEGELBERG. 

What ! Do you take mc, boy ? Come then — ^follow 
me quick — I know the road he took-.— A brace of pif- 
tols feldom fail.— «Come along ! 

SWITZER. 

{Gets upfecretly.) Ha ! villain — I have not forgot 
the Bohemian foreft — ^when you fcream'd, like a pitiful 
fcoundrel, that the enelny was upon us. — 'Twas then I 
fwore it by my foul — ^Have at your heart, you mur- 
derer ! (J)raws his fword^TJsey fight ^ 

THE R03BERS. 

I 

{AÜ ßarting up.') Murder ! murder ! Switzer— 
Spiegelberg— Separate them 

SWITZER. 

(JStahs Spiegelberg.) There, villain ! die ! Be 

quiet, my lads— Don't let this craven's fate alarm you*. 

—This 

• Germ. Laß euch die bafenjagd nicht aufwecken» Don't be 
rovfcd at th^ hunting of this hare. 
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—This envious rafcal has always had a fpite at our Cap, 
tain — and the coward has not a flea^hite on his dainty 
ikin— -The rafcal would ftab 'a man behind the back — 
would ikulk and murder* What boots it that we wafte 
ourfelves in toil, have drench'd ourfelves in fweat, have 
fed on fire and fulphur, if at the laft we meet a coward s 
fate, and die like rats bj poifbn ? 

GRIMM* 

Zounds, our Captain will be horriblj enraged. 

SWITZER. 

That's my concern alone -^Shufterle playM the {ztnp 
game, and he's hang'd, as our chief had prophefied for 
hinif [Aßfot is h^ard, 

CRIMM. 

(^Starting.) Hark I a piftol-fhot ! — Ariother I — ^Hal. 
}oa, the Captain ! 

KOZINSKI. 

Patience, we muft hear a third fhot. 

[-/f third Jhot is heard^ 
GRIMM« 
•Tis he, *tis' he !-— Switzer, conceal yourfelf for a mo- 
inent-^let me fpeak to him. 

[They found tbeir horns^ 
Enter Moor. 

SWITZER. 

(^Run$ing to meet himJ) Welcome, Captain ! I have 
been a little choleric in your abfence. (Shews him the 
dead bodj\^ Be you judge between this man and me — 
he w anted to murder you-— to ftab you in the back. 

Moor. 
Avenging Power ! thy hand is here ! Was it not he 
whofe fyrcn fong feduced us ? — Here confecrate this 
fword to the avenging God, whofe wzjs are iocom- 

pr^enfiUe 
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prehei^ble,— Swltzer, 'twas not thy hand that did diis 
4eed. 

^ SWITZER. 

Zounds ! but it lyas my hand« — ^And may I be 
curs'd, if I think it the word aöion of my life» 
( T!brov)S down hif /word indignantly upon the body^ 
and go^^ outn) 

MOOR. 

(Very thoughtfully.) I fee it plain ! Father of Hea«^ 
yen ! I know it. The dry leaves fall around. — the 

autumn of my days is come ! ^Take him out of 

jny fight. {Tie body q/* Spiegelberg is carried out J) 

GRIMM. 

Give U5 our orders. Captain ! What's to be done 
now 2. 

MOOR. 

Soon-^very foon will all be accomplished. — ^Oflato 
I've loft myfelf.T-Bid your trumpets fpeak. — I want 
that mufic. I muft be fuckled like a child, and rear'4 
again to deeds of horror. — ^Blow your trumpets ! 

KOZINSKI. 

Captain, thi3 is the hour jof midnight-— fleep hangs 
heavy on our eye-lids— »we have not fliut an eye thefe 
three nights. 

MOOR. 

And can foft Sleep reft on the murderer's lids ? Why 
flies he then from me ? — ^But I have been of late a daf« 
lard — a mere changeling. Blow your trumpets, I com- 
mand you— I muft have mufic to roufc my fpirit from 
its lethargy. (^They play a warlike piece of mufic^^ 
Moor walks about very thoughtful^ and then gives aßg^ 
nalfor them toßop^ Begone ! Good night ! — I'll talk 

to you to-morrow. 

The 
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^e Robbers lay themf elves down on the grouf C^ - - - 
one by one falute bim. Good night. Captain. (^H^^j 
fall aßcep.) 

MOOR. 

(^ Alone awake, while there ^ is a profound ßlence^ A 
long, long night ! — on which no morrow e'er üiall 
dawn. — Think ye that I will tremble ? — Shadows of 
the dead, the murder'd, — rife ! no joint of me fliall quake. 
— Your dying agonies, your black and ftrangled vifages, 
your gaping wounds — «-thefe are but links of that eter- 
nal chain of deftiny whi^ bound me from my birth, 
unconfcious bound me — ^which hung perhaps upon the 
humours of vaj nurfe — ^my father's temperament, or 
my mother's blood. — Why did the great Artificer form, 
like Perillus, this monfter, whofe burning entrails yearn 
for human flefli. {Holding a piftol to his forehead.^ 
This little tube unites Eternity to time ! This awful 
key will fliut the prifon-door of life, and open up the 
regions of futurity. Tell me ! oh tell ! to what un- 
known, what firanger coafls thou fhalt condud: me ! 
The foul recoib within herfelf, and {brinks with ter- 
ror from that dreadful thought ; while fancy, cunning ; 
in her malice, fills the fcciie with horrid phantoms. — 
No, no ! Whoe'er is man, muft on — Be what tl^ou wilt, 
thou dread unknown, fo but this 7^^ remains ; — this f elf 
within. For all that is external, what has it of reality 
beyond that form and colour which the mind itfelf be- 
llows ? — I am myfelf my heaven or my hell. {Caßing 
a look as to a diftance,') If thou fhould'ft give me a new 
earth, where I alone inhabited, companion of eternal 
night and filence, this mind, this aftive, ail-creative 
brain, would people the hideous void with its own ima- 
ges — would fill the vaft of fpace with fuch chimera- 

formSj 
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forms, that all eternity yrere fcarce enough to unravel 

them. But perhaps it is bj ever- varying fcenes of 

mifery in this ill world, that, ftep by ftep, thou leadft 
me to anaihilation, — Oh that it were poffible to flop 
the current of that after-life, as eafy as 'tis to break 
the thread of this ! — Thou may 'ft reduce me into no- 
thing — but this liberty thou can'ft not take from :qcLe. 
(Ht cods the pißoly and then fuddenly ßops.') And fliall 
I then rufli to death, through flayifli dread of living 
Kere in torment ? Bend this man's foul beneath th» 
fcourge of mifery ? — ^No — I will bear>it all. (Ä<? throws ' 
away the pifloL) My pride fliall conquer fufferance.— 
Let my deftiny be accompliflied I ' ( "The night Becomes 
more darky and a bell at a diftance ßrikes twelve.') 

Enter Herman, who /peaks ^ and is anfwered by a voice 
from the tower. 

HERMAN. 

Hufli ! Hufli I How the howlet cries ! The village 
clock ftrikes twelve ; —all faft afleep — except remorfe 
— and vengeance. (Ä1? goes to the tower, and knocks.) 
Come up, thou man of forrow ! Tenant of the tower ! 
Thy meal is ready« 

MOOR. 

{Draws hackyß}uddering.) What can that mean? 

Vo I c i,from the tower. 
Who knocks there? — Is it thou, Herman, my raven ? 

HERMAN. 

Yes, 'tis thy raven Herman-- Come to the grate, and 
eat. — Thy comrades of the night make fearful mufic.-- 
Old man, doft thou relifli thy meal ? 

VOICE. 

Yes --hunger is keen.— O thou who feedeft the ra- 

vens ! 
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Tens I accept my thanks— for this thy bread in the wil- 
dcrnefs !— How fares it with my good friend Herman? 

HERMAN. 

• Hufli ! hark. — What noife is that ? — Do you hear 
nothing ? 

voicil. 
No.— Do you hear any thing ? 

HERMAN. 

The wind whiftles through the rents of the tower- 
It mufic of the night that makes the teeth chatter, and 
the nails turn blue. — Hark, 'tis there again. — I hear a 
murmuring, noife, like thofe who groan in ileep.— i*ToQ 
have company, old man-— Ugh ! 

VOICE. 

. Do you fee any thing ? 

HERMAN. 

Farewel, farewel ! Your deliverer is at hand—pnr 
ftvenger ! (^He is going haßüy out?) * 

MopR. 
(jipproacbeSfJbudderingJ) Stop ! 

HERMAN. 

Who is that? 

MOOR» 

Stop ! fpeak ! Who art thou ? What hail thou to do 
here ? Speak ! 

HERMAN* 

(jComing forwards.') 'Tis one of his fpies — that's 
certain. — ^I have loft all fear. {Draws his Jivord,) 
Defend yourfelf, coward ! you have a man before you. 

MOOR. 

I'll have an anfwer. {Strikes the /word out of his 
hand.) What boots this childifii fword-jJay ? Didft 
thou not fpeak of vengeance ?— -Vengeance belongs ex- 

dufively 
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clufivcly to me— of all the men of earth.— Who dares 
infringe my rights ? 

HERMAN. 

By heaven ! 'tis none of woman born— for that arm 
withers like the ftroke of death. 

VOICE. 

Alas, Herman j is it you whoarefpeaking?— Whom ^ 
do you fpeak to ? 

MOOR. 

What ! ftill thofe founds ? — What is a-doing here ? 
\Rum towards tbt tower. ^ Some horrible my fiery, for 
certain, is conceal'd in that tower. This fword fliall 
bring it to light. 

HERMAN. 

(jComes forward trembling,) Terrible vftranger ! art 
thou the wandering fpirit of this defart — or perhaps 
one of the minifters of that unfathomable retribution, 
who make their circuit in this lower world, and take 
account of all the deeds of darknefs ? — Oh ! if thou art, 
be welcome to this tower of horrors ! 

MOOR. 

Traveller of the night ! you have divined my func- 
^ tion— the Exterminating Angel is my name— but I am 
flefli and blood, as thou art. — Is this fome miferable 
wretch, call out of men, and buried in this dungeon ? 
I will loofe his chains. — ^Once more fpeak ! thou Voice 
of terror ! Where is the door ? " 

HERMAN. 

As foon could Satan force the gates of heaven, as 
thou that door. — Retire, thou man of llrength ! the ge- 
nius of the wicked foils the common intcUeft of man. 
(Strikes tie door with his fword.') 

Moor. 
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MOOR. 

But not the craft of robbers. (Air taies Jome pa/j^ 
keysjrom bis pocket.') For once, I thank my God I've 
learnt that craft ! Thefe keys would mock hell's fore- 
fight. (Ä takes a key^ and opens the gate of the toiv^r. 
'•'-'An old man comes fiom bebw, emaciated Hie a Jkele-m 
ton. Moorfprings back with affright J) Horrible fpec- 
tre ! my father ! 

Enter ^ from thedungeon^ the Old Count de Mx>ot. 

OLD MOOR. 

I thank thee, O my God ! the hour of my deliver^ 

ance is come ! 

IfooR. 

Shade of the aged Moor! who has difturbed thy 
aflies in the grave ? Has thy foul left this earthy char- 
ged with fome foul crime, that bars the gates of para«i 
dife againft thee ? — I will fay prayers and mafifes of the 
dead, to gain thy fpirit peace. — Haft thou hid in the 
earth the widow or the orphan's gold ; and now, in ex- 
piation of that guilt, pour'ft at the midnight hour the 
fhriek of mifery ? — I'll dig that treafure up, though 
yarded by hell's dragons. — Or comeft thou now, at 
my requ^fl, to expound to me the dread enigmas of e- 
ternity ? Speak, fpeak ! I will not blanch, nor flop the 
affrighted ear ! 

OLD MOOR. 

I am no fpirit — but alive^ as thou art ! O life indeed * 
of niifcry ! 

MOOR. 

What ! waft thou not in thy grave ? 

OLD MOOR. 

■ I was indeed interr'd *. — Three complete moons 

have 

* Qe&m. Das bafly ein todter bund liegt in memer vatergrufi. 

That 
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have I laiiguifhed in this dark dungeon^ where not a 
ray of light can penetrate-^where no fweet air or health« 
ful breath öan enter— ivhere the hoarfe ravens croak^ 
ftnd the owls ihriek« 

MOOR. 

Heaven and earth ! Who has done that i 

HERMAX. 

A fon ! 

OLD MOOR« 

Oh do not curfe him. 

MOOR. 

(Darting furioufly on Herman^ Serpeat-tongued 
liar ! a fon ! Speak that again— repeat it was a fon^ 
and I plunge my dagger in thy impious throat. A 
fon ! 

HERMAN^ 

And Were alj hell let loofe^ T ftill muft fäy^ his fon f 

MOOR. \ ^ 

{Petrified with horror.') O everlafting Chaos ! 

OLD MOOR* 

It thou aft a man, and haft a human heart ! O my 
Unknown deliverer— &-hear the miferies ^f a father, pu- 
nifhed in his own fons. For three long moons have I 
poured my complaints to thefe walls of rock, which 
echoed to my groans,^— Oh ! if thou art a man, and haft 
a human heart'- 



4 * 



MOOR. 

A prayer that Would move even wolves to pity« 

OLD MOOR. 

I lay upon a fickbed. Scarce had I begun to gain a 

H little 

Th^t 18^ A dea^ dog lies in my father's tomb. — An expreffion of 
%hich the Traaihttor does not {be the force» and thei^fore he has 
•mitted it. 
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little (Irength^ when thtj brought me a man who gave 
me the dreadful intelligence that mj eldeft fon had 
fallen in battle, and if itb his lateft breath had told, that 
my inhuman maledidion had driven him to defpair aad 
death. 

HERMAK. 

V A falfe, moft horrible impoftnre — ^That villain -was 
tnjfelf—- feduced bj i&iVv— -that fon— -with bribes and 
promifes to difappoint all your inquiries after his elder 
brother — corrupted bj that unnatural fon to Uaft the 
miferable remnant of jour dajs. 

OLD MOOR. 

And was it thou ? O heavens ! Was it a concerted 
plan ? Was I then deceived ? 

MOOR. 

(^Removing to a little dißame*^ Doft thou hear 
, that, MoQr ? The light begins to dawn.— ^ daj of 
horrors \ 

HERMAN. 

Here, crufii the viper t^^-I was his vile accomplice-— 
i fuppre^Ted your Charks*s letters,, changed thofe from 
you, and fubftituted others in their place, conceived ia 
terms of barbarous releiitment. Thus have you beea 
deceived*-4hus crueHy was he cut off from your inhe* 
ritance-^baniiked from your heart« 

MOOR. 

(JVM an e^prej/ion of waUterahli anguiß^ And 
hence become a robber and a murderer .' {Striked bis 
hreqfl and his forehead.^ O fool, fool, fool I — the vidim 
of infernal treachery !-*and now a müderer and a^-* 
fia ! (Walks about in great agitation.') 

OLD MOOR. 

Francis ! May al l ■ (fvpprejoig rage.) But I will 

eurfe 
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tutfe no more-^— and I faw nothing — nothing fufpe£tedk 
j^— Q fond indulgent dotard I 

MOOR« 

{Stops fuddenly^ And that poor father in a dungeon ! 
(^Supprtffing his anguiß*) What caufc have I for rage 
or for complaint ? (JVith affeßed tompofure.) Go on> 
Sir. . 

ÖLP MÖ0R. 

I fainted at the news.^ — ^Thej muft have thought xx^ 
dead-^for when I came to myfelf, I was on a bier, and 
ihrouded as a corpÜe«-^— I beat upon the lid of the coffia 
—it was openedi — 'twas in the dead of night^-cny foa 
Francis ftood before me.-*—" What,'* faid he, with a 
Voice of horror, " Muft you then live foi>ever ?" And 
with thefe words he fhut the coffin« The thunder of 
that voice bereaved me of my fenfes. — ^When I again 
recovered them, 1 found the bier in motion. — Aft^ 
fome time it flopped. — ^Tbe coffin was again opened, 
and at the entry of this dungeon I found taj fon Fran* 
eis, with tha( man who had broughit me the bloody 
fword of my fon Charles. — I fell at Francis' feet, em- 
braced his knees-i— and wept, conjured him, fupplicated» 
k— The tears, the fupplications of his father, never 
r^ach'd his iron heart.— ^' Throw down that carcafe," 
faid he, with a voice of thunder, ** he has lived too 
** long."A-They threw me down iqto that dungeon^ and 
xaj fon Francis locked the iron door upon me» 

MOOR. 

Impoffible ! impoffible !— ^Your memory or your fen- 
fes play you falfe ! 

OLD MOOR« 

V It may be fg.— ^-Hearken, but rcftrain yourfelf— — — 
Thus I lay for twenty hours— and aone knew of my 

H a fafferipgs. 
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fufferings. No foot of man e'er treads this folitarjf 
vfBLÜc — for 'tis the common report that the ghofis of 
my forefathers haunt this dreadful tower, drag their 
chains among the ruins, and chant at the hour of mid- 
night the fong of death. At taft I heard the creaking 
of the iron door. — It was opened, and this man brought 
zne fome bread and water.-— He told me that I was con- 
demned to be flarved to death in that dungeon, and that 
he forfeited bis own life, if it were known that he 
brought me the fmalleft particle of food— It was by his 
means I have preferved a miferablö being fa long— but 
the chilling cold, the foul air, and the anguüh of mj 

own mind my ftrength was quite exhaufled, m j 

bodj was emaciated to a fkeleton.-— A thoufand times 
have I prayed ta God to put an end to my fufferings ; 
—but the roeafure of my puniihment mtift not have 
been complete— or perhaps there is yet in ftore for me 
fome happinefs— fome blifs the Almighty has decreed 
to come, for which he has deigned thus miraculoufly ta^ 
preferve me. — But come what will, my fufferings are 
juft— mod merited. — Oh my Charles, my Charles !— 
Befi>re thy hairs were gray ! 

MOOR. 

It is enough. (To tie band ajieep.') Rife there, you 

fenfelefe logs — ^you hearts of ftone ! — What ! will none 

of you awake ? {Heßres a ptftol over them, ^eyßdrt 

to their feet immediately^ 

• foxf 

ROBBCRS. 

Halloa ! halloa T What is the matter ? 

. n 

MOOR. 

Could jou fleep out. that' tale? A tale that might 
have roufed even fleep etemaL — Mark here, mark here ! 
What are this world's laws! mere knavery?- a ganae 

with 
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with loaded dice.— -Difcord is fet at large, and ranges 
wild as hell*— -The bands 6f nature are diflblved — a {on 
)ias flain his father ! 

ROBBERS. 

What does the Captain fay ? 

MOOR. 

' Slain I did I fay — that word is tame — 'tis palliative— 
A fon has racked his father-skilled him in torment — 
broken him on the wheel --even that is varnifh of his 
horrible crime. — ^The cannibal himfelf would fhudder 
at it. — ^Oh God! he has devoured him.-- See, fee there I 
he faints ! A fon confined his father in that tower — cold, 
naked, hungry, and atbirft.— Look there, look there I 
This is my father ! 

ROBBERS. 

(^Coming round the old man.) Your father? 

SWITZER. 

(^Appr4^ches with refpeü^ and throws himfelf at tit 
pld man^s fett.) Father of my Captain ! I kifs your 
feet. — ^I draw this dagger, and I here devote it to thy 
fervice ! ' 

MOOR. , i 

Revenge,! revenge! reveöge— this Violated, jprofa- 
ned, this hoary head ! — ^Here I tear for ever the frater- 
nal boiMl» (JSe rends his coat from top to bottom,) Here, 
in the face of heaven, I curfe him ! curfe every drop 
. of blood within him ! Hear me, O moon and ftars ! 
and thou black canopy of night, that witnefleft this 
horror! hear rxxj cries! Hear me, O God! thrice« 
terrible avenger— -thou who reiga'ft above yon pal- 
lid orb— and judgement doom'ft^ and dart'ft thy.fiery 
bolts through darknefs, to ther head of guilt;— be- 
hold me on my knees— behold me raift this hand 

H3 aloftj 
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tloft ! and hear my oath ! May natare curfe^e ! expel 
me^ like fome horrible abortion, from out the circle of 
her works— if here, upon this ftone, I 4o not flicd tbat 
pj^rricldc's blood — till the foul vapour from the fottn* 
tain of his heart rife into air, and dim the blefied fun I 
{Rifes from hü knees ^ 

ROBBERS. 

This is a ftrokc of hell ! —Let them now call us vil- 
lains.— Now, by all the dragons of darknefs, we never 
did any thing half fo horrible ! 

MOOR. 

No— By all the groans of thofe poor wretches 
whom your daggers have difpatched— by thofe who pe- 
riflied on that dreadful day when fire and r^in raged at 
our command— no murderous plan fhall be devifcd, no 
fcheme of rapine be refolved or meditated, till every 
man among us glut his ileel, and dye his garments pur- 
ple in that monflcr*s blood.*- Who could e'er have 
thought that we were deflined to ferve as inffrumenta 
in the Almighty's hand, aud minifter to his juftice ? 
Our fate's myflerlous clue is now unravelling. This 
day the Invifible arm of a fuperior Power gives dignity 
to our vocation.— Adore his Majeftyj, ^\\o honours 
you this day as agents in his hands to work his won- 
drous purpofes ! — employs you as his angels to execute 

his ftem decrees, and pour the vials of his wrath« 1 

Be all uncovered \ fall on your knees and humbly kifs 
the dulWtheü rife all hallowed men! {Ihty faUtm 
titir Jhues, emd maJ^ folemm proßration to the earth S) 

SWITZER. 

Now give yoat or^frrs. Captain \ Say what we fliall 
do« 
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MOOR. 

Rife, Swltzer, and touch tbefe ficred locks. (JI$ 
hrings him to bis father y and makes him take hold of a 
loik of his hair.) You remember, wten you cleft the 
head of that Bohemian trooper who had raifed his fabre 
to kill me, when I was fainting with fatigue, and my 
knees were finking under me — 'twas then I prpmifed 
you a high reward, a kingly recompenfc— But to this 
hour 1 never have been able to difcharge that debt« 

" SWITZER. 

And may you never be I It is my pride, to call you 
flill my debtor. 

. i MOOR. 

No. — This day I will difcharge it. Switzer, thou 

art honoured this day above all roortals.^-Be thou the 
avenger of my father. (JSwit%er rifes.) 

SWITZER. 

Mod honoured Captain ! this day^hou haft made me 
for the firft time truly^proud. — Give orders how, and 
^hen, and w}iere, thy friend ihall ftrike. 

MOOR. 

The pregioi^s minutes are already numbered. — fThou 
muft be fpeedy* Choofe out the wprtbieft of the band, 
and lead them ftraight to, yonder caftle. — Seize him, 
were he afleep. — Drag him from out his bed, though 
he lie couch'd in pleafure*s lap. — Lay hold of him at 
table, while, like the fwine, he gorges. — Tear him from 
thfb altar, though on his knees before the crucinjf;. — But 
heai: what I moft folemly command : Bring him to ma 
alive! This hand fliall hew that man in pieces, and feed 
the famifh'd vultures with his limbS| who dares to wound 
f^is ikin, o.r rob him of a finale hair.«~I n^uft have him 

?ll 
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all entire— Bring him to me alite, bring him entire, 
and millions (hall be your reward.-— PU plunder kings, 
I'll fet my life at nought, to earn for thee a gloriQUs re- 
compence. Tbou haft my purpofe — ^hafte thee to ac* 
complilb it! 

■ 8WITZER. 

It is enough.! here take my hand upon it 1 Captain, 
you ihall fee two of us — or none. Come, Switzer's mi«, 
nifiers of vengei^pce. (^Exit, JbOowed hy a part of. the 
handp and Herman.) 

MOOR. . 

Let the reft difperfe thcmfelvcs ii> the forcft — I re* 
main here. 
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ACT y. , 

I 

SCENE, ^n Apartment in Moor*s Caßle. 

^RANCIS DE MooK I« a night gßwn, rt(/bgs in^ folloviieß 

^y Dakiel. 



■ f . 



FRANQIS. 

Betrayed \ betray'd ! The l^irlts of the dead rife 
^rom their graves— a cbuntlefs hoft raifed from eternal 
jfleep to haunt the murderer. — ^Who's that ? 

DANIEL. 

(^Anxioußy^ Heaven pity me ! What ! my dear 
Lord, is it poffible it could be you who (hriek'd fo hor«» 
ribly as to waken us all out of our fleep ? 

FkANCIS. 

' • ■ ; ' 

Your fleep ? Who gave you leave to fleep ? What ! 
Sleep at this hour when all fliould be awake ? — Awake! 
Ay, armed and caparironed.-^Quick, quick, to arms, 
jto arms.— Load every mufket. — See*ft thou not how 
they force their way through every door, and dart along 
yon vaulted paflages ? * 

DANIEL. 

Who, my Lord ? 

FRANCIS. 

Who ? beaft ! Doft thou not fee them ? heair them ? 

Are your fenfes gone ? Demons' and ghofls ! How 

eoes the night ? 

DANI3CL. 

The watch has juil cried Two. 

^ FRANCIS, 



/ 
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FRANCIS. 

No more ? Will this eternal night laft to the daj of ^ 
judgement? Heard you no noife without? No ihouting ? 
Cries of yi&ory ? Hark ! horfes at the gallop I Where 
is Char • The Count» I mean ? 

DANIEL. 

I cannot tell. Sir. 

FRANCIS. 

I 

You cannot tell ? You are of the plot! — ^I'll trea4 
your villain's heart out.— You cannot tell ?— The very 
beggars have confpired agalnft me.— Heaven^ earth, an4 
hell, combined s^gainft me ! 

PANIEL, 

My I-ord ! 

FRANCIS. 

Who faid I trembled ? — No — 'twas but ^ dream^ 

» 

The dead are in their graves — Tremble P-.— No — I an^ 
^uite at eafe^ 

DANIEL. 

You are not weU, my Lord. — ^You are auite pale— ^ 
Tour vpice iß chan^d,— it faulters*— — • 

FRANCIS. 

I am feverifli« — 1^ üiall let blood t^o-morrow. 

DANIEL. 

Indeed, Sir, you are ill — very ilL 

FRANCIS« 

Yes, that is all.— »It is fo,--and iUnefs affeds the 
brain, and gives wild dreams— What matter what one 
dreams ! — 'Tis indigeftion makjes us dream.— I bad a 
pleafant dream juft now. {Heßnks dowH in a faint.) 

DANIEL. 

Good God! What's here! George! Conrad! Baf- 
tian ! Martin ! Where are yon alt ? Give bot a fign of 
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life« (He ßdket him.) O Lord ! theyll fay I murder«, 
ed him. 

FRANCIS. 

(Dtfiarbed.) Begone ! Who ftake^ me %h^t^ i Hor» 
rible fpeAre ! Are the dead alive i 

DAHIEL. 

Merciful God ! He haa loft his reafon ! 

FHANCIS. 

(^Recovering him/elf gradually.^ Where am I ? Is i^ 
you, DaiHtl? What did I fay >— What fignlOeS it?-r 
DonH mind it :^— 'Twas all a lie, whatever it was.«- 
Come^ help me-^lt was, I thiak, i| fit of giddineft— , 
from want of fleep. 

BAHIEL. 

rU call affiftance, Sir:-^fend for phyfipians.— — 

FRANCIS« 

Stop. — Sit down here : — You are a man of fenfe, Da^ 
niel — I'll ttH you how !#•«,• 

DANIEL. « 

No, no. Sir, — i\hother time. — I'll fee you put to be^ 
•^you have great need of reft, 

FRANCIS.' 

Nay, Daniel— I muft tell you — ^'tis fo odd.— Youll 
laugh, I promife you :— You muft know I thought I 
had been feafting like a Prince, and I laid me down 
quite happy on one of the gra^ banks of the garden-^ 
there I fell afieep, and all of a fudden— but you'll laugh 
when I tell you.— 

DANIEL. 

All of a fudden ^What ? 

FRANCIS. 

AH of a fudden, I teas waked by a clap of thunder. 

—I ^t upon my feet, and ftaggcring, looked abound 

til 

me — 
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ine«->when lo ! the whole horizon feemed to be one 
great iheet of fire — ^the mountains^ towns^ and forefts 
feemed to melt like wax in a furnace ; and then a dread- 
ful tempeft arofe, which drove before it the heavens, 
the earthy and the ocean* 

DANIEL. 

Good God ! It is the defcription of the day of jadlge« 
ment* 

FRANCIS. 

Did you crer hear fuch ridiculous fluff? Then I iaw 
a perfon come forward^ who held in his right hand a 
braizen balance, which ftretched from eaft to weft, — He 
cried with a loud voice, '* Approach, ye children of th^ 
<^ duft : I weigh the thoughts of the heart !** 

DANIEL. 

God liave mercy upon me ! » 

FRANCIS. 

All feemed to be flrugk with terror ; and every coimi- 
tenance was pale as aihes. — 'Twas then I thought I 
heard my name in a dreadful voice that iflued in thun- 
der from a mountain, — a voice that froze the marrow 
in my bones, and made my teeth chatter as if they had 
been of iron. 

DANIEL. 

,0, may God forgive you I 

FRANCIS« 

He did not forgive me.»-*Behold, an old man appear- 
ed, bent to roe ground with forrow,— a horrible fight ', 
for he had gnawed aw&y one half of his arm from 
hunger. — ^None could bear to look upon him.— I knew 
him : — ^He cut off one of his grey locks, and threw it 
j^om him..^Then I heard a voice iffue from the fmoke 
qf tjie inountain : ** Mercy and forgivenefs to all the 

" finners 
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** finners of the earth ! Thou only art rejeded." (^/^ 
ter a long paufe.) Why don't you laugh ?• 

DAKIEL. 

Laugh ? at what makes my flefli creep ? — ^Dreams 
come from God ! 

FRANCIS. 

Fy, fy ! you muft not fay fo.—- Gall me a fool, ä child, 
an idiot,— -any thing. But prithee laugh at me» 

'DANIEL. 

Dreams come from God.-^ — ^I will go pray for you. 

' FRANCIS. 

No— 'Tis popular fuperftition ! All chimeras ! If the 
pafl is pafi, who has decided that an eye above fhall 
e'er look back upon it ? — Does vengeance dwell above 
the ftars ? No, no : — ^Yet there is fomething here that 
tells in dreadful whifpers to my foul, there is— a Judge 
above the ftars ! — Should I this night appear before 
him — ^No, 'tis all a jeft— «-a miferable fubterfuge for 
coward fear to grafp at. — ^But if it fhould be fo — if that 
were true— and all were regiftered above — and this the 
night of reckoning— Why this quaking of the joints ^ 
this fearful ihuddering ? To die ! — that word congeals 
my blood — ^To give account ! Ay, and when that rec- 
koning comes, to face the Judge — fliould he do juftice! 

Enter a Servant haßily. 

SERVANT« 

Amelia has efcaped. — The Count has fuddenly gone 
off. 

Enter Daniel, wüb a countenance of terror. 

DANIEL. 

My Lord, there is a troop of horfemen riding up to 

the 
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the Caftle at the full gallop, and crying, murder^ 
der ! The village is all in alarm. 

FRANCIS. 

Go ring the beüs, and fummoa all to church..^to 
prayers I fay. — I will have prayers faid for me : — I^H. 
fet the prifoners free— tnake reftitution to the poor fire 
and ÜX fold. — Go call my confeffor, to give me abfo- 
lution of my fins.— What ! not yet gorte ? (The tumuli 
increafesj) ' 

DANIEL. 

God forgive me all my fins ! Are you ferious. Sir ? 
And do you really wilh I fhould obey thefe orders ?— 
You, whoiave always made a jeft of prayers, and who 
fooft 

FRANCIS. 

No more \ To die,— to die is dreadful.-^It will be 
too late. (^SwUzer^i cry is biord.^ To prayers, to 
prayers ! 

DANIEL« 

*Tis what I dways told you— but yeu mockM at 
prayer.l^And now, behold. Sir, when you are in trouble 
*— when the flood overwhelms your foul- 

Switsser^s voice is beard in tbe court of tbe cqfik» 
Storm — ^break. down thö gätes^-r-Yonder is a li^ I— 
they muft be there ! 

FRANCIS. 

{On bis knees.^ Hear my prayer, O God of heaven ! 
It is the firft.— 1— Hear me, Q God of heaven 

SWIT2ER. 

{Still in tbe court.) Strike thenf Sown, my lads.— 
It is the devil come from hell to feize him. — Where's 
Bjackman with his troop ? Surround the caftle, Grimm! 
r-Rvin ! ilorm the ramparts. 

GRIMKT. 
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GRIMM. 

• Here ! bring the firebrands ! — Watch where he comes 
down : — We'll fmoke him out ! 

FRANCIS. 

}/lj God! I have been no common murderer*— no 
xniferable petty crimes committed !— 

DANIEL. 

God have compafllon on us ! Even his prajers are 
fins 

{libey fling ßones and flrebrands^^the windows are 
broken in^-^be caßle it Jet onfire^ 

FRANCIS. 

I cannot pray.— Here, here, {beating on his hreaß^) 
all is chd&ed up ! — No, I will pray no more. 

DANIEL« 

Chrlft and his Mother favc us ! — The whole cafUc 
is on fire ! 

FRANCIS. 

Here ! take this fword \ ftab me behind !-^thf uft it 
into my bowels— that tbefe ^Uains may not come to 
make their fport of nie. (Tkeßre kicreaßs.') 

DANIEL. 

God forbid ! —I will fend none to heaven be£c>te his 
time, far lefs to • . . ^ . • {He runs qfS) 

FRANCIS. 

{Looking after bim.'-^^ paufeJ) To hell, he would 
have faid. — ^Yeg, I feci he's right.— Are thefe their 
fliouts of triumph ? — that hifling there, is it hell's fer- 
pents ? Hark, they are coming up! — they are at the 
door !— Why Ihou^ld I fliudder at this f word's point ?— 
Ha ! the gate is down ! — Now 'tis impoffible to efcapc% 
•— (/Zle attempts to throw himßjfinto the flames^ and is 
pur/ued by the Rolbers^^ who ruß in, acroß tbeßage.') 

SCENE, 
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SCENE» A For eft.^ A ruined fewer ^ as in tie end 

of the Fourth AS. 

Tihe Old Count de ^ook feated upon aßone^-r- 
Charles de Moor in converfation with him.^-^Some of ^ 
the hand fcattered through the forefl. 

MOOR« 

And was he dear to jou, that other fon ? 

OLD MOOR, 

Heavet^ knows how dear he was to me ! O why did 

my weak heart ever lillen to thofe artful tales of bafeft 

calumny ? I was fo happy ! above all fathers bleft in 

the fair promife of my childrens youth« — But, Oh ae« 

Gurfed hour I the fpirit of a fiend poflefled the younger 

of my Jons--*! truftcid tp the ferpent^s wiles, and loft-— 

both my children ! {Hides his face with his hands4 

Moor go/s to a little diflance.) How deeply now I feel 

the tmth of thofe fad words Amelia uttered, '^Invain^ 

^' when on your death-bed, you ihall ilretch your 

** feeble hands to grafp your Charles-;— he never will 

** approach your bed^ — ^never more comfort you,*' 

(Moor, turning away his head^ gives him his hand.') Oh 

were this my Charles's hand ! Bi^t he is gone I-r-He's 

in the narrow houfe ! be fleeps the fleep of death ! — He 

cannot hear the voice of my complaint — ^I muft die 

amidft the ftrangers — ^No fon have I to clofe my ey^s 1 

Moor. 

(/n great agitation,) It muft be fb— it muft this 

moment. (To the robbers J) Leave us alone ! — And 

yet — can I bring back his fon P — I never can bring 

back that ion I— ^o, no, it nuift not be.— *No, never^ 
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. . OLD MOOR. 

What doft thou fay ?— What doft thou mutter to 
thjfelf? 

. MOOR. 

Thy fon ! — Yes, old man, (hefitating^ thy fon Is lo0 
for ever ! 

OLD MOOR. 

For ever ? 

MOOR. 

Aik me no more !— For ever ! 

OLD MOOR. 

Why did you take me from yon hideous dungeon ? 

MOOR. 

{Afide.) But ftay — If I could now but get his biet 
jing— >-fteal it froni him like a thief, and fo efcape witU 
that celeflial treafure ! (Jle throws himfelf at his feet ^ 
I broke the iron bolts of the dungeon. — Blefled old man ! 
I aik thy kifs for that. 

OLD MOOR. 

{PreJ/ing him to his hofomA Take this, and think it 
is a father's kifs — and I will dream I hold my Charles 
to my breail. — What ? can you weep ? 

MOOR. 

(With great emotion,^ I thought it was a fatherV 
kifs. (JThrows himfelf on J?is neck^ — A confufed noife is 
heard^ and a light isfeen of torches approaching. Moor 
rifes haßily,) Hark ! 'tis vengeance comes ' Yon- 
der they come ! (JLooks eariteflly at the old man^ and 
then raifes his eyes to heaven^ with ah exfrefjion of de^ 
liberate fury.') Thou fufFering Lamb ! eqflame me 
"^ith the tyg^r's fury ! The facrifice muft now Ije of- 
fered up ! and fuch a viftim, that the ftars fhall hide 
their head^ in darknefs, and u^iverfal nature be appaU 

I fed! 
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led ! (Tie torches arefeen^ the noife encreafes^ and fever ai 
piftof-Jbots are heard*) 

OLD MOOR. 

Alas ! alas ! what is that horrid noife ? Who is a- 
cffming ?->-Are thefe my fon's confederates come to drag 
me from the dungeoa to the fcafibld ? 

MOOR. 

(Raißng his hands to heaven.) O Judge of heaven 
and earth ! hear a murderer's prayer ! Give him tea 
thoufand lives ! may life return anew^ and every dag- 
ger's flroke refrefh him for eternal agonies ! 

OLD MOOR. 

What is't you mutter there ? — *tis horrible ! — 

MOOR. 

I fay my prayers 1 Q'The wild mufic of the Robbers ii, 
heard.) 

OLD MOOR. 

O think of Francis in your prayers ( 

MOOR. 

{In a voice choked with rage.) He is aot forgot- 
ten ! 

OLD MOOR. 

That's not the voice of one who prays !— O ceafe !— 
Such prayers make me ihudder !— 

{Enter Switzer with a party of Robbers :— Francis d© 
Moor, handcuffed f in the middle of them.) 

SWITZER. 

Triumph ! Captain.-— Here he is !— I have fulfilled 
my word. 

GRIMM. 

We tore him out of the flames of his caftle:— His vaf- 
fals all took to flight. 

KOZINSKU 
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KOZlNSKf« 

The caßle Is in aflies — and even the memory of Tiis 
name annihilated« (-^ dreadful faufe^^-^Moor comes 
ßovoly for ward,) 

MoaR. 

{With aßern voice, to Francis.) Doft thou know me? 

(^Francis, without anfwering, fixes bis eyes immoveahly 
on the ground, while Charles leads him towards the old 
man,) 

MOOR. 

Uoft thou know that man ? 

FRANCIS. 

(Starting hack with horror.) Thunder of heaven ! It 
is my father ! 

, OLB MOOR. 

(jTurns away fhudderiHg.) Go! May God forgive 
you.-T-I have forgotten—— 

MOOR. 

{With ßernfeverity.) And may my curfe accompa« 
ny that prayer, and clog it with a milftone's weight, 
that it may never reach the mercy-feat of God !— Do 
you know that dungeon ? 

FRANCIS. 

{^0 Herman.) Monfter! Has your inveterate en- 
mity to our blood, purfued my poor father even to this 
dungeon ? • ' 

HERMAN. 

Bravo ! Bravo ! Where a lie is wanted, the devil 
will never defert his own. 

MOOR. 

Enough. — Lead this old man a little on into the fo« 
reft.^ — I need no father's tears to prompt to what re- 
mains. {T^hey lead off the old Count, who is in a ßate 

la of 
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of ittfenftbility.') Approach ye felons ! (jThey form a Je^ 
micircle round the two brothers, and loohßernly on, reß-- 
ing upon their mußets.') Now, not a breath be heard ! 
As fure as I now hope for heaven's meicy — ^the firfl: 
who moves his lips to utter a found, I blow his brains 
out ^Hufh ! 

F RANCIS» 

(To Herman, in a tranfport ofrage.^ Wretch \ that 
I could fpit my poifonous foam in torrents on that face ! 
—This is gall ! (finawing his chains, and weeping from, 
rage.) 

MOOR. • 

(With great dignity.) I ftand commiffioned here as 
minifter of heaven's Almighty King, the Judge of right 
and wrong ;— and from your mouths I ihall announce a 
doom, which the moft pure and upright court on earth 
would fanSion and approve. — The guilty are afiembled 
here as judges, and I of all moft guilty am their chief. 
— He, who on fcrutiny of his own Confcience, and ftriÄ 
review of all his pall offences, does not appear pure as 
the innocent child, and fpotlels when compared with 
this enormous and moft horrible wretch, let him with- 
draw from this affembly, and break his poniard as a to- 
llen ! (/^/l the Robbers throw away their poniards, with- 
out breaking them, and remain in the fame poßure.y Now, 
Moor, be proud indeed ! for thou haft this-day changed 
the fcarlet finners to the fpotlefs angels. — There's ftill 
a poniard wanting. (He draws his poniard, and a paufe 
enfues.') His inother was mine too ! (To Kozinßi and 
Switzer.) Be you the judges \ (In great emotion he breaks 
his poniard, and retires to ajide.) , 

SWITZER. 

(Jfter a paufe.) Stand I not here like fome poor 

dune 
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dunce at fchool, bewildered and amazed, — my faculties 
locked up. — What, not a new invention to be found of 
torment. — ^While life is lavifh in variety of pleafures, 
is death fo niggardly in choice of tortures ? (Striking 
the ground impatiently.) Speak thou, for I have loft all 
faculty of invention* 

KOZINSKI. 

Think on his gray hairs : — Caft your eyes on that 
dungeon : — Let thefe fuggeft ! Should I, a fcholar, thus 
inftrud: his mafter ? 

SWITZEH. 

Accuftomed as I am to fcenes of horror, I'm poor in 
fuch invention. — Was not this dungeon the chief fcene 
of his atrocious crimes ? — Sit we not now in judgement 
Tiefore this dungeon ? Dowi> with him into the vault ! 
there let him rot alive ! 

THE ROBBERS. 

(jipplauding tumultuoußy.') Down with him ! Down 
with him! (^Ih^y go to lay hold of him») 

TRANCIS. 

{Springing into the arms of his brother.) Save me 
from the claws of thefe murderers ! Save me, brorfier ! 

MOOR. 

Thou haft made me chief of thefe niurderers. {Fran* 
eis ßarts J^ack with terror.) Wilt thou entreat me 
now? 

THE ROBBERS. 

{Still more tumultuous.) Down with him ! Down 
with him ! 

MOOR. 

{With a dignified exprejjien of grief.") Son of my fa- 
ther ! Thou haft robbed me of Heaven's blifs ! Be that 
fin blotted out ! Perdition is thy lot ! — I do forgive thee, 

J 3 brother I 
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brother ! (fi? embraces him, and goes ot/t, while the Roh- 
hers put Francis down into the dungeon, laughing in aja-z 
vage manner^ 

MOOR. 

{Returning, plunged in a deep reverie.^ It is accom- 
pliflied I O God who ruled all I accept my thanks. — 
It is accompliflied I {In deep meditation.') If this dun- 
geon SHOULD BE THE LIMIT OF MY JJOURSE, TO WHICH 
THOU HAST LED ME THROUGH PATHS OF BLOOD ANU 
HORROR: If for THAT END THOU HAST DECREED I 
SHOULD BECOME THE CHIEF OF THESE FOUL MURDER- 

ERS : Eternal Providence ! I bend me to thy will with 
awe and reverence — I tremble and adoie ! — Thus let it 
be — and here I terminate the work. — His battle o'er, 
the foldier falls with dignitjr. Thus let me vanifh with 
the nighty and end toy courfe as breaks jon purple 
dawn !<^Bring in my father ! {Sovie of the Robbers go 
out, and return with the old man.) 

OLD MOOR. 

O whither do you lead me ? Where iß my fon ? 

MOOR. 

(JA ith dignified compofure,) The planet and the graiQ 
of fand hath each its place allotted in this fcene of things ; 
Thy fon hath likewife his. — Be feated there ! 

OLD MOOR. 

{Breaks out into tears.) Oh, I have ho children ! 
None ! 

MOOR. 

Peace, peace I Be feated there ! 

OLD MOOR. 

O cruel in your kindnefs ! You have faved a dying 
Tvretch, and dragged him back to life, only to tell him 

that 
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tliat his children are no more I Shew mercy yet, and 
tury me again in that dark tower ! 

MOOR« 

(Sei^^es his hand, and raifes it with tranfport to hea* 
ven,^ Do not blafpheme^ old man ! Blafpheme not 
Him, before whofe righteous throne I have this day 
prayed with confidence — To-day, the wicked have ap- 
proached the throne of mercy. 

OLD MOOR. 

And have they there been taught to murder ? 

MOOR. 

(With a voice of indignatign,^ Old man, no more ! 
(7/1 a calmer tone.') If his divii>ity thus ftirs within 
the finner's breaft, is it for faints to quench that holy 
pre ? Where could you now find words to exprefs con- 
trition or to fue forgivenefs, if this day He fliould bajp- 
^ife for thee — a son 

OLD MOOR. 

Are fons baptifed in blood ? 

MOOR. 

What doft thou fay? Is truth revealed by the tongue 
of defpair ? — Yes, old man, it is poffible for Providence 
to baptife even with blood. — This day He has baptifed 
for thee with blood. — ^Fearful and wonderful are Hi^ 
ways. — But in the end are tears of ioy. 

OLD MOOR. 

Where fliall thofe tears be flicd ? 

MOOR. 

Upon thy Charles's heart ! (Throws himfelf into his 
arms,) 

OLD Moor. 
(In a tranfport of joy ^ My Charles alive ! 

MOOR. 
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MOOR. 

Yes ! he's alive ! fent here to fave— to avenge his fe.- 
ther. — Thus by thjr favourite fon thy kindnefs recom- 
penfed. (^Pointing to the tower*^ Thus by the prodi- 
gal revenged ! {Prejfes him more warmly to his breaft,) 

, THE ROBBERS. 

Hark ! there are voices in the foreft ! 

MOOR. 

Call in the band ! (T^he Rotbers go out,') 'Tis time, 

• • , • • . ■ .» , 

P heart ! time to remove the cup of pleafure from the 
lips, before it turn to poifon. 

OLD MOOR. 

Are thefc men thy friends ? I dread to look at them. 

MOOR. 

Afk any thing but that ! — ^That has no anfwer. 
Enter Amelia, with her hair diJJjemlled. All the bandjol^ 
low, and range themf elves in the hack ground ofthefcene^ 

AMELIA. 

^ They fay the dead have arifen at his voice — that my 
vncle is alive — fayed from that tower !— My Charles, 
where are you ? Where is my upcle ? 

MOOR. 

(Starting back.) Oh ! what a pifture for an eye like 
mine \ 

OLD MOOR. 

QRifes trembling) ' Amelia ! my dear niece ! 

AMELIA. 

{Throwing her Jeif into the old man^s arms.) My fa« 
ther, O once more, my Charles ! — my all ! 

OLD MOOR. 

My Charles alive !— and Il-^and all! My Charles 
alive !- 
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MOOR. 

(With fury ^ to the band J) Let us be gone, my friends I 
The arch-fiend has betrayed me 1 

AMELIA. 

(Di/engaging herfelffrom the embrace of the old man, 
files into the arms of Charles, and embraces him with 
tranfport,) I have him here 1 O heavens, I have him 
here ! 

MOOR. 

Tear her from my arms ! — Kill her ! — and him — and 
me too — and all ! — ^Let nature go to wreck I 

AMELIA. 

My huftand ! Oh my hufbaild ! Tranfported quite ! 
he is in extafy. — Why am I thus poor in tranfport ? 
cold, infenfible, 'midft this tumultuous joy ? 

OLD MOOR. 

Come, my children ^-r Here, Charles, thy hand — 

and thine, Amelia I A happinefs like this I never look- 
ed for on this fide the grave. — Here let me blefs your 
union — and for ever — 

AMELIA. 

For ever his ! For ever I and he mine ! O Powers 

« 

qf heaven ! abate this torrent of delight ! It kills with 
pleafure i 

MOOR. 

^(Tearing himf elf from the arms of Amelia.^ Away! 
away ! dear wretch ! moft mifcrable of brid«s ! — ^Look 
there ! — alk of thefe men ! — and hear them ! — Hear 
them, O moft unhappy of all fathers !— Let me be gone 
for ever ! 

AMELIA. 

What wouldft thou do ? — where go ? — Here's love 
and happinefs eternal I What mean thofc dreadful words2 

OLD 
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OLD MOOR. 

Where would he go ? My fon ! my only fon ! WhaA 
does he mean ? 

MOOiU 

It IS too late ! — fn vain ! Thy curfe, my father ! 

r— Aik me no more. — I am — I have-^thy curfe — belie- 
ved, at leaß, thy cuxk* I -^^^ (With ßrmne/s J) Die, 
wretched Emily ! — Father, by me twice flain! — thefe 
thy deliverers — ar6 robbers !— robbers and affaffins !— 
Thy fon — their Captain ! 

OLD MOOR. 

O God ! My children !— Oh ! (He dies.) 

(Amelia remains motionlejs as aJlatuet-^^Tbe hand pre' 
ferve a dreadful ßlence.) 

MOOR. 

{fiunning to dajb his head againfi an oak, ßops fudden* 
ly,) The fpirits of thofe I murdered in their fleep — 
or in the bed of love !-— Hark i yon dreadful explofion^ 
which crufli'd to death the mother and her infant !— 
The flames, which lick'd the cradles of the babes I — Ay, 
that's the nuptial torch— and thefe the wedding fongs ! 
■ - Oh ! He has not forgotten. — He knows to crave 
his debt — Then, Love, be gone for ever. — Here is my 
doom — and this my juft award! — 'Tis retribution. 

AMELIA. 

{Who recovers as if from a thunder -ßroie^ Father of 
heaven .' 'tis true ! — ^He has faid it ! — It is true. — But 
what have I done ? — I, an innocent Iamb I — I have lo* 
yed THIS Man ! . 

MOOR. 

'Tis more than man can bear ! I have heard the yell 

of death poured from a thoufand mouths, and never 

ihrunk ! Shall I now quake before a woman ? — bo my« 

felf 
• Germ. Dein 'vermeinter fluch* Thy fuppofed curfe. 
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fclf a womarx ! No, no !— — -No woman e'er fliall move 
tq weaknefs this man s heart. — ^I muft have blood ! — 
This will wear oflF ! I'll drink of blood— and then I'll 
brave my fate ! (Zr going off.) 

AMELIA« 

(Rtißes into his arms,) Murderer! fiend! whatever 
.thou art— angel to me ! I will not let thee go ! 

MOOR. 

Is this a dream ? a frenzy of the brain ? or new de- 
ylce of hell, to make its game of me ? See how flie 
clings— clings to the murderer's neck! 

AMELIA. 

Ay — faft ! — for ever ! 

MOOR. 

She loves me ! — lores me (till. — Then I am fpotlefs 
as the light ! — She loves me. — With all my crimes, ihe 
loves me ;--an angel wepps on a fiend's neck — a fiend 
reftdred to grace. — Here let the ferpents of the Furies 
die — ^hell fink to nothing — I am happy ! (^Hiding his 
face on the hofom cf Amelia S) 

GRIMM. 

(Furioußy.') Stop, Traitor ! leave her arms this 
inftant ! — or I will fpeak a word that fliall appal thee 
to the foul ! 

SWITZER. 

{Inter pojes hit /word between Moor and Grimm.) 
Think on the foreft of Bohemia ! Mark'ft thou that ? 
Think on tjie forefl: of Bohemia ! Traitor! Where are 
thy oaths ? — ^Are all our wounds forgot ? our fortune, 
honour, life, defpifed for thee? our fufferings, more 
than mortal, fet at nought ! Didft thou not then lift 
up that hand to heaven, and fwear — fwear never to for- 
fake us — ^nev/er to defert thofe who have been true to 

thee ? 



V 
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thee ?— Foul, faithlef?, bafeft traitor ! — ^Tofell us for z 
woman's tears ! 

THE ROBBERS. 

(^Murmuring con/u/edly, uncover their hreaßs.^ Look 
here I look at thefe wounds ! — We bought thee with 
our blood ! Thou art our bondman-— ours thou art ! — 
If the Archangel Michael fliould feek to wreft thee 
from the Prince of hell — thou art ours. — Come ! come 
^long ! a vidim for a viflim ! a woman for the band ! 

MOOR» 

» 

{jyifengaging htmfelf from Amelia's arms^) 'Tis 
idone ! — I would have fain gone back. — But He that 24 
in heaven has faid^ No ! Look not thus dark upon odts,. 
Emily ! He has no need of me.—- Has he not millions 
of his creatures ? He can fpare one \ — I am that one. 
— Come, friends, let us be gone ! (^Turning to the 
hand.) 

AMELIA. 

(JHoIding him faß.') Stop, Hop ! one fiagle flroke ! — 
a mortal flroke ! Again abandoned ! — O draw that 
(word in mercy ! 

MOOR. 

Mercy is in the tyger'$ heart. — I cannot kill thee. 

AMELIA. 

(Embracing his knees.) 'O, fop the love of God !— 
for mercy ! — I aflt thee not for love. — I know we are 
curft by Fate. — Death ! death^s my only prayer ! — See, 
my hand fliakes. — I cannot touch the fword-— its gleam« 
ing terrifies me !— O, to thee it were fo eafy ! inured 
to death. — Strike, ftrike, and I will blefs thee ! 

MOOR. 

(With Jiernnefs,) Wouldfl thou alone be happy ? 
Begone ! I cannot kill a woman ! 

AMELIA» 
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AMELIA. 

- Murderer! thou kilPft the happy only — ^buf the 
wretch who longs for death, thy barbarous pity fpares. 
(7b the band.') Have mercy on me ! kindeft minillers 
of death ! — ^O pity me ! Yes, thofe favage looks are 
comfort to the wretch ! — They thirft for blood. — Dif- 
patch me quick !— In mercy kill me ! Your mafter is 
a coward— a mere braggart ! {Some of the Robbers ^re^ 
fent their pieces at her,) 

MOOR. 

(In fury jy Begone, you harpies! (Places himfelf 
between them and Amelia.) Dare but a foul of you to 
violate this fanftuary ! — She is m|ne I (Encircling her 
vjaiß with his arm.) Let heaven and hell combine 
their powers to force her from this hold ! — ^Love is a- 
bove all oaths ! (Ä1? lifts her fr^m the ground^ and 
fhews her triumphantly to all the band.) What Nature 
has united, who fliall dare to part ? 

THE ROBBERS. 

(Levelling their mujkets^ and taking aim at both.) We 
fliall dare ! 

MOOR. 

(With a contemptuous fmile.) Poor, impotent, and 
weak ! (He places Amelia, who is almoß infenfible^ on a 
ßone.) Look up, my bride ! No prieft fliall blefs our 
union— no hallowed prayer be faid !— I know what's 
better. (l!akes the handkerchief from Amelia's neck, 
and difcovers her bojom.) Gaze on this beauteous fight ! 
if ye be men ! Felons I have ye hearts of ftone ?— Be- 
hold me here ! Pm young— I've felt the power of love! 

I was beloved ! betroth'd ! 1 had reached the gate 

of paradife ! (In a tone of tender fttpplication.) and 
fliall my brothers force me thence ? (l!he Robbers 

fmile.) 



•t42 THE ROÄJERS. 

Jmile^ — It is enough ! {With ßrmnefs.') Thus fer 
has Nature fpoke !— Now the Man's part begins !> » ■ *, » 
I am a murderer, like you ! — a robber, and incendiaiyl 
-^I zm^'^-'-^iadvancing to the hand with an air qfine^g^ 
prejibie majtßy^ — ^your Captain !— and will you thxj^ 
^ ye felons I fword in hand, thus treat, thus parley wktf 

your Captain ? Down with your arms \ it is your uaaeb 
ter who commands ! (They lay down their arms.) 
There ! what are you now, but children, and I — aik 
free I — Moor mull be free, in order to be great ! Now, 
I would ^ot exchange this triumph for an elyfium of 
lov« ! (^He draws his fivord.) Poor wretches ! your 
mean fouls reach not this height. — ^Whate'er is grcia ^ 
feems fifenzy in your eyes. — ^The fpirit of defpa^ OQs^ 
flrips your fnail-paced wifdom. On deeds like theie 
we paufe not till they are done ! — —PU thihk on this 
-—hereafter ! {Heßahs AmtUa^% 

THS ROBBERS. ' .' 

{Clhpping their hands ^ Bravo ! riioft worthy Captiain ! 
Thy honour is difcharg'd !-.^Thou Prince of Robbers I 

MOOR. ' . 

Now fhe is mine ! She's mine ! — Or that hereafter is^ 

but the dream of fools ! 1 have foil'd my deftinyj 

—In fpite of fate, I have brought home vsij bride :— 
And with this fword, have feal'd our wedding vows.-^^ 
Thoufands of year» fliall pafs, and feafons roll, e'er the 
bright fun fliall witnefs fuch a deed. (To j^nelia 

,^ with tendernefs.^ Was it not fweet, xaj Emily, to die 

■ "«'^ thus by thy bridegroom's hand ? 

AMELIA. 

(Stretching out her hand ta him.^ Oh moft fweet J 

(She dies,^ 

MOOR. 

(ß'o, the band.') And now, my friends ! warm-heart- 
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ed, pitymg friends ! Did your poor felon-fouls look fqr 
a deed like this ? What -was your facrifice to inc ? a life 
üain'd deep With infamy, fpotted with crimes — blafted 
with fin and fliame. — I facrificed to you a fpotlefs an- 
•gd ! {T'hrows his f word to them with contempt»') Now, 
felons, we are ercn I This bleeding corpfe cancels my 
"bond'fer ever. — From yours, I fet you free ! 

THE ROBBERS. 

(^Crowding around him J) We are your (laves •ill death ! 

MOOR. 

No, no ! — All is accomplifhed ! My genius t^Is me, 
^* Here muft be thy bourn:— Thus far could nature gb ! 

'* No further !" Here, take this bloody plume I 

(Throws his plume at their /eet,) He that will be youf 
Captain now, may take it up ! 

THE ROBBERS. 

Oh fpiritlefs ! Where are your mighty plans ? Air* 
bubbles all I burft with a woman's breath ! 

MOOR. 

(With dignity,) What Moor has done, who dares to 
queilion ? — Hear mj laft command ! — Come hither ! — 
Stand around, and hearken to your dying Captain's 
words ? (Looking at them for a long time,) You have 
been devoted to ne— faithful beyond example. — Had 
virtue been the bond of your attachment, you had been 
heroes :— your memories had been revered, your names 
pronounced with rapture by mankind. — Go, and devote 
jwhat yet remains of life to mankind's fervice, to your 
country's caufe. Go, ferve a gracious king, who wages 
war to vindicate the rights of man ! This be my benedic- 
tion ! Hence 1 — ^Farewel. Stop, Switzer andKoziniki ! 

(The band goes out, leaving Switzer and Koziniki with 
Moor.) ' 

MOOR 
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Give mc thj 'Imfid, ,Kczi-^{&r! . Thine" tocf, iv. itr-cr : 

Youn^v ruati;,! (iTo 'Ä^ö^4rr/j7V),;Tlioii. art 'jet'iuiirpottecl 

'l-rm\^irf\^he guilty,' o'lily guUt^efs'I;. (r-7o'';*/>Y/:q:^/:A 

IhcfO, hr^v'rds I have ,dc?p]V;iml>rüeä in bjood i7Tk-:i|^;bc 

vAi?,x is roinc own.-^Now. S\\4tzer* t]ioiK*ftit-'-*>iir€ ' 
{^lUu^t fi^cir hiifids to ii^ii'Veu vjiUJ */<>*?,^*f{>) ;,' Fathet ol 
hcr.vcn! here I give thom up I Joft fliecp rellorcdi^'They 
'xmWI r>e now more fervently thine owrr than tbole.who 
-.11 ever fell !- (Swuycr a7/d Ko'^vjßi full on' each other^-'^ 
ncck\ Not now, itiy friends I O- fpare rce-^iu this dc- 
tiiive Iiourl— — An earldom is mi i7e l»v hcnVr-'^p, a rich 
^omaini on which no- maledi^lion rellsv-»-- Sr^cire it be- 
tween, you; — EecoHfC gocd men !'. gpod citiz.<:T3 ! Aad 

I ifi^ij ten ""v'hf.m 1 have dcllrayed you: maksvbut pac 

'nir.n bkl!:, my foal ma;/ yet be favvd V-^;^q , <ji;:*$k ' 

vlule ycr mv fortitude rctnaltis 1 (Swit^er and Kcxßit^ 

. (hi ^'0 ovt^hidihg thc't fucc^X ., ■■ . . .: • 
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d citlzc-ii^r Artl .mi iiot I cca Vv-orthy 6£^ tliÄ 
r.an}e ? What law fo terrible as that which I have ö» 
.. beycd? What ver.c^eance or atonement of o fix.- n tie tl.y4j'^ 
lil-e ioiiTiivci ... Be mv fate faifilled !,— Hard by I have 
obfervcd a.W'retch who laboiirsl^jrflie day, an pfficer.w* 
J-ld has eleven children. — To him who fliall deliveur .\ig 
the Robber IVIoor, a high reward is now proclaimed v«** 
lie and hi^ babes fhall have if ! • ,; - -\ 
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